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“] OWE YOU NO RESPECT—NO OBEDIENCE!” 


“ WHAT CLAIM HAVE YOU ON ME’’ 


Sal) IMA. 


He did not ro- 

a | quire for her a school, but a home. What would 
» om condition 

a lady's education, 

Ravenstoke, and 


Cortalaly not, Miss 


, and wentured the ques- 


tion, might she receive other pupils? The 
red a 


whhout 
t her 
taught from ber earliest years that 


hter received 
anyone could | shadowed one, that she must 


prompt. 
led | Forteseue must be her sole charge. He was 


& 


and a mother's care, 


y five hund 


da 


be Mre. Cameron’s terms to receive his daughter, 
Taere were conditions attached. The child was 


and make a home for her, 
would be perfectly contented if she undertook 


the charge. 


amusements and galety she saw ot 


anewer Was 
that bis 





It 
had | He had heard of Mrs. Cameron before, and 


keeptog 


as 6 | child, a motherless giri of four. 
over and over again. 
good at 
to all her friends at the 


awalted | He went to the point at once. He had one 


A gentleman | never to sleep 8 day awa 


and demanded | never to make a visit 


rather prid 
a—as the one Incident of | willing to 
Left a widow, 
and had gone as far 
t for pupils in the 
as tall and stero, 
such command- 
think 


=> 


the destiny which 
could have told you, 
hoo 
came, 
reh night, 


ever known. 
and 
wided for, Mrs, Cameron 


past was public property, 


that Miss Fortescue 
who was not 
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Mrs, Cameron was amazed, : 

“Daou mean the little girl {s eo delleate you 
— not grow up t" ; ; 

‘ {a in perfect health.” 

haps her ~~ was delicate, and-—-” 

" My wife never allied any she gave 
her iife for our dence ort ha Pat 
madame, there must be no theories of your own 
to necount for my wishes. I make you a plain 
propel. . Ip rests with you to accept or de- 
cline it,’ 


The poverty-stricken widow thought of the five- 


hundred a year and grew brave. 

“You would wish to ses her sometinies }”” ~ 

“When I do I can come here, I should re- 
quire yeu to seod me & yearly account of the 
child’s health. My bankers will send you a 
cheque quarterly in advance. For the rest, my 
conditions are few. She is never ta sleep ont 
of Ravenstoke ; never to make 9 vialt unaccom- 
panied by yourself; and you aré to make her 
understand her fature must be different from 
that of other girls,” Cee 

The extraordinary bargain was contiad 

Mrs, Oamerov, who bad been vastly pitied by 
Ravenstoke for her poverty, and even would have 
thought herself fortunste to.be able to earn two 
pounds a week, by ore brief , 
view was provided for far more hands 


in her husband’ lifet! : 
There was no de 
Fortescne declared his 


a . for f 
well, and, on her part, how could 
wish for credentia!s ei Ssh ral 
self so > : 


. 


Tt waa a strange Incident sltogether, and when 
she told of Mr. Fortescne’s visit and her golden 
hopes, her friends were tnclined to lavgh at her 


as a visionary, : 
But not for long. In three days’ time afr 

bank-notee for a hundred and twenty- 

and a jittle girl, led by oe res 

woman, and accempanted hy tf t ’ 
if Mrs, Cameron had & for avy. 

tion from Ina’s previous caretaker she wa 

appointed, The woman was , 

but she evidently knew nothing beyot 

had answered an advertieement, 


chlid, and recetved the little gir) she mow brought |. 


to Ravenstoke. pawn ab dad 

“She was but six months old then, ma'am,” 
eald the nurse, respectfully, “ andeite’s, been like 
my own ever since; bay my huts 
to be off to the diamond mines. 
from all we hear there’s a fine 
made there. But it’s not the place for a 
child like that, even if her pz were induced to 
iet her go, which of conree, being she’s the only 
one, he isn’t,” 

"She is not at all like him,” esid Mrs, Cameron 
thoughtfally. “I suppose she takes after her 
mother ¥"° 

‘Like enough,” replied the woman; “' bat 
she’s a dear little creature, ma’am, and many’s 
the time I’ve wondered her father conld bring 
himeelf to part from ber.” 

** Perhaps he couldn’t help it ?” 

"Why, he rolls is money, ma'am! Lenst- 
ways he do seem to, and a rare open-handed 
geatleman he is ; but he never comes near the 
chilé, Ste might be dead and burled before he 
koew of fp,” 

* Do you mean he never came to eee her?” 

Never once,” returned the woman, shortly, 

Ina made herself at home promptiy. The 
motherlese girl and the childless widow seemed 
In a little while to belong to sach other. Mrs, 


Cameron had bat one fear, If Mr, Fortesoue | 


changed hfs plans for hfe daughter, how terribly 
she would miss the comfortable home his pay- 
ment secured her. 

She was a prudent body, and saved a little for 
even & catastrophe; but the years came and 
went withont showing any hint of Mr, Fortes- 
cue’s changing his mind. The money arrived 
puoctually to, the day, once & year. Mrs, 
Cemeron forwarded 9 reportb of her charge’s 
walfare, but no news came of the absent father ; 
aud for all they beard of him at the cottage he 
might have been dead and buried, 

As Ina grew op the difficulties of the tion 
begen to appear. She was the darling of all the 


«|| Raveustoke qaite ready to gt 
 Instead.of F cy 


4 


to Ravenstoke 
| was of good family, fair 


village ; evergone loved her. There waemo one 
Sa Se te 
Ww presaed to spend a few days 
them at Toe’ tonctde, or to go to London for a 
glimpse of sight-seeing, althongh the Inviters 
were Mrs, Camerop’s old and trusted, frlende— 
although they promised to care for Ina as their 
own child—the. widow was obliged to refuse. 
She had promised Mr, Fortescue his daughter 
shonid never be » night away from Ravenatoke, 
she used to say, in segiy te all entreaties, and 
she must keep her le 

And now Ina was uineteen. For fifteen years 
she had fived in the ssclasfon of the country 
village, and seen no one beyond Its people ; and 
yet—such fs the power of. birth and inheritance 
--no one could possibly have taken her for a 
villege girl, She looked aristocratic to the tips 
of her fingers; the education given her had 
brought out the intelligence of her character, 
She sweetly, played with teste and feeling, 
was B Mnguist, and an excellent English 
acholar—just the girl parents might have been 
proud of, and who seemed fitted to make the sun- 
shine of a good man’s home. 

Mrs. Cameron was thinking over Ina’s fature 
one bright Jane afternoon. She loved the girl 
almost as though she had been ‘her own ; and 
she could not bear to remember Mr. Fortescue’s 
cruel words that she was doomed to lives lifeapars, 
nor could ahe see any reason for fh. In health, 
intellect, and breeding she left nothing to deetre. 
If (and the widow in her bewllderment some- 
times thought this must be the true explanation 
of the mystery) there had been anything irre- 
gular in her parents’ marriage, surely there was 
ho cause to vent it upon their child, even ff ahe 
really no name of her own. Ina war too 
and attractive to be left lonely and un- 


-tonght, 
4, And this played no smal part in Mrs, }, 


Cameron's musings, 
another neme 
Dou 


‘on ®& eketobing expedition. 
tb Income, and 
ae expectations. His had wished him 
be a soldier even while owning there was no 
real cause for his following a profession at all ; 
but Mr. Dougias waa & born artist, and his 
ambition was to see hie work on the walle of the 
Academy. Aa fa all elae he wae a mode! zon he 
was allowed to follow his own wishes. He bad 
inherited a few hundreds # year from his 
mother, which proved ample for hie simple 
wants, He never applied to hie father for an 
allowance, never ran into debt ; and so the old 
man, who was not without a good deal of 
common-sense, decided that Randolph was 8 
boy he need not feel ashamed of, and gave up 
envying his neighbour, Lord Oanten, his son's 
gay uniform, since the peer whispered to him, 
{in corfidence, be should have to sell a goodly 
quantity of timber to make up the sum required 
for his heir’s expensive hobbies. 

Poor Mre, Cameron! The Douglas family 
been her "grand relations” ever since 
remember. A kind of feudal loyalt 
to them ; and w 


pat someone {tu 


you observe any tendresse. between Randolph.and’ 


oung lady I ou will send him about 
gorse SA hope ¥ 





This was was bad enaugh, for in her poor little 


pride the widow bad suffered her richer kindred 
to renin unders . i 

She called ber “ dear if girl,” quite for. 
getting to tion the arrangement 
between her and Mr. Fortescue, which made her 
really. only..the.pald obaperon and protectrees 
of the child, 

Thie was bad enough, but there was worse to 
come. A short note, fn the hand only familiar to 
her because of the signatare on those, her welcome 
quarterly cheques, inks 

“Dean Mapsmg,—It- bas come to my eare 
that you are permitting an acquaintance between 
my daughter and a young man! Is not thie 
forgetting the nature of our sgreement? For 
reasons ip is needless to dwell op, my child’s life 
must beone spart. And only trouble can come 
of her permitting herself to dream of love or 
matriege, I hope to come down to Ravenstore 
in a dey or two, Meanwhile I must urge you to 
put @ stop to the acquaintance I have alluded to 
at once.—Yours fatthfally, “* Forrgscvr,” 


It struck her as a little odd he used no initia, 
bat this was Jost sight of in the terror that he 
meant to remove Ina. Not would the widow 
loas her liberal facome, but sbe really loved the 
girl ehe hd browght up, and the mystery thrown 
over Ina’s history terrified ber. 

bat ae go mot the child merry Randolph if be 
loved &. They would make the handsomest 
couple ever ecen in Ravevetoke ! 

Sir: ‘s objections wonld melt Into thin 
air when he caw the sweet-faced bride; while av 
to Mr, Fortesene, surely if he had been content 
to renounce his dagghter for fifteen yearr, her 
futare could be no concern of his. 

Enter through the French windowe Randolph 

@ emile on his handsome face, which 
omg eanght sight of Mrs, Cameron's 
&, £ 
** My cotisin Maty, what's the matter ?” 
* Where fa. Ina?” 
Mies 


et Fortescue has been carried off by the 


Lady Rector to give her opinion on the choice of 
boys for the Suandsy school treat, Being o 
question I didn’t feel qualified to decide, I de 
clined to go to the Rectory, and came here, What 
is the matter {” herepeated kindly. ' You were 
invisible when I called thie morning, and now 
you looked bothered.” 

He was nine-and-bwenty, and had never hed » 
trouble fn his life beyond Sir Ralph’s faculty for 
match miking ; bad be was neither unsymp:- 
thetic nor unfeeling. He believed all lonely 
women were fond of shaky investments and 
ascribed Mrs, Cameron’s eyes to the news that 
some bubble company fn which she was Inter- 
ested had falled. 

“You mustn't fret,” eald Randolph, consol- 
ingly. “I daressy things are not eo bad after 
all, Tell me al! about {b, and leb me see ff I can’t 
do something 7” 

* You!” exclaimed Mary Cameron, smiling in 
spite of herself. ‘' Why, Ran, ft fs all about 


“Good gracious!” 

*' Look here!" and she gave him his father’s 
letter, ‘I gob this this morning.” 3 

Ran read ft throvgh {n no wise dismayed, 

“T can’t imagine how he found ft ont, but I 
know for weeks my mind has been made up. | 
shall marry: Ina, or go slogle to my grave, i 
should have spoken to her long ago, but I feared 
to risk all by asking her too enddenly. I am gia 
you have given me a chances of telling you my 
hopee. Yon'il be on my side, won't yom, Cousin 
Mary? The may refuse to 
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“My dear Ran!”—on | bow the poor woman 
wished she had not made that little reservation 
io writing to her relation, but spoke frankly of 
har poverty—"' you don’d quite understand, I 
wae far too rc os ied When my 
husband died I though of a school, Mr. 
Fortescue offered, if I wo take charge of 
asughter, and have uo other puplis, to make a 
handsome allowance for. her. From the day Ina 
came here I have been paid five hundred a-year 
for her expenses,” 

It was Ran’s turn to look troubied now, 

“Then he fs a rich man 1” 


“ Have you only seen him once !.’ 
" Only once,” ; 

And Ina?” 

pany ay risa ame wt him at all,” 


But the widow shook her 

“Think of. Sir Ralpb.” 

“ Hie bark fs worse than his bite!" repifed the 
son affectionately, if a littie lly. 


from hia: letter, he be likely to give his 
consent 1” 
Randolph looked grave, 





face. She seemed in abject terror of harsh 
treament, or In fear of some danger imminent to 
he ght of by all others. 


She started. It was the first time Randolph 
had ever called her by her name. 

A blush dyed her cheek. He took her 
hand drew her towards a rustic bench, 

“T want to talk to you, Ina, Child, how you 
tremble. Surely you are not afraid of me?” 

“Oh, no, Bat——” 

" Never mind the bub,” said Randolph, fondly. 
**Do you know what I am going to tell you, 
Ina! ey soon I shall have to leave Raven- 


Every trace of colour faded from her cheek. 
“Mast you really got We sball miss you 


Indeed, leave Ravenstoke. Bat, 


"To come with you!” - 
As my much-loved wife! Ina, I can’t tell 
began tolove you. Sweetheart, 1am not 


2 
i 
i 


taken. She looked Into his eyes with a world of 
sorrowful tenderness in her own. 


But mg father—I never say {t to Mrs, Cam- 
eron, she would not iike {t—bat I fancy soms- 
times he has done. something very wrong, and he 
is alwaye moving about for fear {t should be found 
out.’ 


“My darling, what shail [ say to convince 
you! Listen, | Were your father o criminal, 
even, lt would not change my wishes! Nothiog 
does change trae love! Whatever your father 
may be, Ina, {tls you whom I love, and his sios 
have nothing to do you, It ls not even as 

your life at hie side, and 
his training ard 


é 


i 
3 
E 
i 


could have left ite mark 
upon your character! Noi You have only to 
give me your promise, dear, and the whole world 
should not part us. If Mr, Fortescue Is very 
angry he might prevent my seeing you for two 
ears ; bub when once you are of age no father in 
the world can hinder our marriage |" 

The Hatle flogers glided Into his, The sweet 
voice whiapered,—- 

“ Are you eure—qailte aure }” 

“Tam certain, sweetheart, that I love you ; 
Dalloviny litle thing 9c be =v What an an- 

you are, Og 
he trembled violently. 

“T shall never forgive myzelf if I bring sorrow 
you! Oh. Mr. Douglas! if my life is really 
owed, have I a right to let you take my 

i] ” 
“Too late!” sald Ran. firmly. ‘‘ You have 


“4 


Ei 


t 





given me your promisa, and I shall nov let you 
take it back, I can ‘assure you, You belong to 
me now, Ina; only I'm afraid if Mr, Fortescue 
fs obdurate I cannot claim you for twe 
yeare,” 

“My father does nob love me,” said Ina, 
a hs So surely he would be glad to be free 

me 


“Can you remember hirat’’ 

** Not in the least. I recollect my old nursee— 
who brought me here—perfectly ; but I have ne 
remembrance of my father.” 

** And be bas never been to seo you all the years 
you have lived at Ravenstoke!” 

“ Never once,” 

‘* Can It be possible you know no more of hins 
than that he fe rich enough to provide liberally 
for your maintenance t"’ 


, “Mre, Cameron wrote to him every yoar, I 
Wrote, too, once, but ha never took any notice, 
Once the banker sent the cheque by a clerk, 
instead of by post. The old gentioman—he bad 
white he was {ustructed to see me, and 
ask if there was anything I wished for, 1 told 
him I wanted to see my father, and he sald then 
my father was abroad, that he hardly ever came 
to England. [I asked if he worked very bard, 
and gould never have a iltile holidsy. Tse old 
men amiled ag though I had make a joke, and de- 
clared life was pretty well all holiday for my 
father.. Lneed never trouble abou) him working 
hard. There was mo need for him to, since he 
nad plenty of money without earning a perny.” 

‘Then be fs well }” 

“J auppose so, 1 have often wanted to see 
him, and yet I shonld be terrified av the 
thought.” 

“ Why!” 

** 3 don’s know,” 

Bas Mr, Douglas pressed the question, 

“1 think,” Ina simply, “ be hates me,” 

$ ed denrent | Why {”’ 

“To all these years he has never seut me a 
word of kindness, never made o single inguiry 
after me, Ov, I grant,” as she saw her lover about 
to interrupt ber; ‘' that he has provided for me ; 
but if he is so rich money could be no object, 
He got rid of all his parental respons! bilivles by # 
stroke of his pen once a quarter,” 

"But, ‘Ina, you have probably been much 
happier and far better cared for with my cousia 
than ff you. had led an almiess, wandering life 
with Mr, Fortescue all theee Gifteen years }”’ 

"Oo! Mrs,.Cameron has been as good to me 
as if I-had been her own chiid, and I love her 
Gearly ; bat. Randolph, my father had no proof 
of this! Don’s you see she might have been a 
oruel, heartless, unprinctpled woman! {If she 
had, and had Ill-treated me systematically al 
these years, my father would never have found 
{ft out |” 

She was right, Mr, Fortesoue’s plan had been 
to get rid of his daughter until he wanted ber ; 
he had shown not the slightest anxiety how she 
fared fa che mesowhile. 

“ Dear,” sald lier lover, simply, ‘‘ you bave led 
& lonely life hitherto, bad sunshine is comiag for 
you now ; my neglected ltle love shali be the 
hepplezt wife in England." 

A. servant came to call themin to tes. Han 
led Ina up the garden-path, through the Frened 
windows, to where Mrs. Oameron sab behind her 
pretty melon-shaped aliver teapo?. 

“Cousin Mary,’ sald the young man, gaily, 
*tyou may leave me to auswer Mr. Fortescue’s 
letter, for I have won my dariivg, aud [ will 
not be robbed of her by all the fathers in she 
world.” 

Mary Cameron kissed the girl she loved as her 
own with all a mother’s tendarness, 

“My dear,” che said, gently, “I hope you will 
be happy, and I fee! I can trast you with Ran- 
dolph. He is a Douglas, and they always had 
hearts of gold ; but how I whall look as your 
father I can't think,’ 

Bat her engagement, though only balf-an- 
hour old, seemed to have given Ina Fortescue 
courage. 

You know,” she observed, quletiy, “if my 
father wanted to decide my future he should 
have come to see me, He has never taken any 
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faterest in me; what can it matter to him 
whether I am happy or not?” 

Here poor Mrs. Cameron recollected the other 
aide of the question, and the forcible objections 
of Sir Ralph Douglas, Baronet, 

“Qo, dear! Rendolph, there's your father, 
too, and I had quite forgotten all about him.” 

“I will write to him to-night, and, Cousin 
Mary, can you give me . Fortescue’s 
address)” 


“No, J always write to his bankers, Messrs. 
Melville, ia the City. I expect they know it.” 

“I wiil call and inquire to-morrow, Hark ! 
Who can that be, so lave as this?” 

Ravenstoke was a primitive place, and even on 
a Jane evening eight o'clock was not thought 
correct for visite ; besides, a carriage stood ont- 
side the gate of Viclet Cottage, and the knock 
at the front door had been, as Mre, Cameron 
eald, afterwards, loud eneugh to wake the dead. 

Ina end her lover sat next each other, so it 
was natoral that {mn her alarm her little hand 
should glide Into bis, siteaiiadia 

Mrs, Cameron went on pouring 
out the tea ; but her fingers shook with a nervous 
fear. 

Enter the servant. 

** A gentleman on business, ma'am. He is in 
the drawing-room, He would not give me his 
— but eald he was sure you would remember 

im,” 

Randolph offered to go In his cousin's stead, 
bub thie she would not permit, 

“I daresay it Is only 2 man with a subscription 
ligt,” anid the poor lady, bravely. “ They alwsys 
make out they have come on important business 
till yeu actually are in the room.” 

Bat the widow felt uneasy. She did not 
knew what she expected, stil] less what she 
feared. She turned the handle of the drawing- 
reom door with a jerk, and went ip, to see a 
tai), military man pacing op and down the little 
room like some wild beast confined in a orge all 
too emall for his restless ° 

* Mrs. Cameron !"’ he exclaimed, “I should 
have known you avywhere, The fifteen years 
which have psesed since our Isep meeting have 
ieft no mark on you, I fear I am more changed, 


. Wondering from one place to another tells on a 


man, : 

He was changed, bat she knew him the moment 
she eaw his eyes, The black hair was still un- 
ellvered. There were one or two lines about the 
mouth, and the expression, once slmply cold and 
etern, had mow something of sarcastle cyniclm 
about It, But still he looked wonderfally young 
to have a daughter contemplating matrimony ; 
and, in eplie of her sympathy with the young 
lovers, Mra, Cameron felt a Mttle grateful to her 
visitor when she remembered that for fifteen 
years he bad rent her the by no means trifling 
eum of five bundred pounds, 

‘*Mr, Fortescue! Is it possible }” 

“ Quite possible thas I am here. 
expect me so soon! Bat, my dear 
mot Mr. Fortescue. Within a day or 
taet meeting I succeeded my brether In 
It seemed idie pride to ask you to change - 
scription on your letters. Besides, I > 
my child’s sake, I had better keep the ma 
seoretd for a while. But I have been 
Bortescue of Ardleigh Hall these fifteen years | '’ 

Lord Fortescue! She was nob a toady. She 
eame herself of good family ; witness her cousin 
Sir Ralph. Bat yet it was plessant news to find 
her visitor was an English peer, Mrs. Cameron 
was but human; to bave a nobleman visiting 
her in this unceremonious manner was passing 


sweet. 
"S.ord Fortescue! And to think I never 


Toen my pretty Ina, perhaps, has a 


head. 

**She Is the Honourable Ina Fortesene ; but 
there le no obber title awalting her, And now, 
Mrs. Oumeron, may I ask for an account of your 
charge? You will confess I have not fettered 
ir with many demands or inqufeitorial visite, 

inia down but three conditions for your guld- 
ance. I trast they have bees cheered” 


“You have been kindness itself, my lord ; and 
I love your daughter dearly, I remember the 





conditions perfectly ; and I can say truly Miss 
Fortescue has never slept a ofght away from 
Ravenstoke, nor accepted any invitation without 
my accompanying her since she came here,”’ 

"Excellent 1’ sald the peer, gravely, ‘‘ Bat 
there were three conditions. Has the lash been 
carried out? Have you taught Ina she was 
destined to lead a life apart, and must nob expect 
galety and amusement?” 

Mre. Cameron’s conselence smote her when 
aod thought of to whose company she had left 


“I tried to,” she said, frankly ; " bub sweet- 
tempered as she is, your daughter possesses a 
firm will As a child she used to remonstrate, 
and say, surely if she never asked you for amuee- 
mente, bus earned them for herself, surely she 
could have them. As she grew up she often spoke 
of earning ber own living.” 

** Heaven forbid |” 

"I always scorned the fdea,’’ declared Myés, 
Cameron, "' My lord, I will tell you frankly what 
I regard as the one flaw In your child's character. 
I have done my utmost to make her feel gratefal 
for the liberal education and comfortable home 
you have provided for her; but I failed entirely 
to make her sppreciate the matter aright. Gentle 
and yielding in genera), Ina yet has no dutiful 
respect for you. It is not my fault, Bat she 
has chosen to resent what she terms your long 
neglect of her, and I fear at firat you will not 
find ber the doclie, affectionate daughter you 
may expect.” 

"I expect nothing but that from her,” sald 
Lord Fortescue, sadly, ‘‘ She was born the child 
of sorrow, and until she fe in her grave I shall 
hope for no comfort concerning her, Perhaps, 
desr madame, {> was not faly to Impose auch & 
charge on you without giving you my fullest con- 
fidence, but, for the child’s sake, I was anxious 
you should be entirely unprejadiced. You may 
have thought me harsh and unfatherly in my 
conduct to Ina fa the rules I laid down for your 
guidance respecting her. You may have taken 
offence even at my letter, since I believe the 
young gentleman to whose Intimacy with my 
child I objected fs « relation of your own.” 

"A very distant cousio,” admitted the widow, 
“the son and heir of Sir Ralph Douglas. My 
lord, indeed he isa husband any girl might be 
proud of, and he almply worchips Ina |” 

** Poor fellow! Poor fellow i” 

“You will not part them?” pleaded Mrs, 
Cameron, ‘'Tadeed, my lord, I had no thought 
of betraying your confidence, Randolph fs 
nearly thirty, and I looked on Ina as a child; 
and though you are an English peer I do think 
Sir Ralph's helr an alliance not unequal! for your 
child } 

“' My dear lady,” said the peer, with unctlon, 
a suspicious dimness in his eyes, *‘I am the last 
man in the world to be ambitious. I know the 
Douglas family well, and but for one mournfal 
circomstance would gladly welcome Mr. Randolph 
ase son-in-law ; but I should be playing an un- 
worthy part if, with my miserable secret, I 
suffered the match to go on!” 

“Nothing will change his love!” declared 
Mrs, Cameron, “ Even if she were nob Miss 
Fortescue he would be true to her!” 

‘* Not Mise Fortescue! What do you mean ?”’ 

“* Forgive me, but I knew there was a mys- 
tery, and I have fancied sometimes there might 
have becn-—by-an accident—some flaw in the 
legality of your marriage. I mean,” she red- 
dened with confusion, ‘‘that though your 
daughter, Ina was not your heiress |” 

‘*Tunderstand. I daressy the suspicion was 
natural, but [0 was unfounded. I was married 
with every legal precaution, and Ina is Miss 
Fortescue of Ardleigh, If anythiog happened 
to my boy ehe would be my heiress !” 

“Your boy! I never dreamed Ina had a 
brother |” 


"A half-brother,” corrected Lord Fortescue 
I married sgain three years ago, chiefly that 
my title might not pass to my poor afflicted Ina 
-——« girl who must never be wife or mother!” 

“Bat why!” persisted Mrr, Cameron. ‘'M 
wk can nok shale byl cannot oye cos ¥ 

Y ® plain » painful as it may 
be. My fires wife had been some time confined 





in a lupatic asylum. She quivted fo the last 
time only three months before her child's birth. 
For generations the disease has been io her 
family, and the fires physiclaus in mental dis. 
orders have assured me Ina bas the fatal teint in 
her blood, Sdoner or later she will be a raving 
maniac!” 


CHAPTER II. 


Lovers never complain of the length of time 
they are left téte 2-tée, or ib might have occurred 
to Randolph and Ina that Mrs. Cameron’s mys- 
terious visitor wae detaining her unconsclonably. 
When at last she came back to them, both were 


terrible shock. Her smile had fied, and there 
was an expression of treubled sympathy on her 
face, 


**My dear,” ahe spoke to Ina, bub sho care- 
fully avolded mecting the girl's eyes, ‘ your 
father is to see you,” 

“ My father!" Ina blushed crimsoa with ez- 
cltement at the news. ‘Is he really come at 
leat 1” 

“He is In the drawing-room. My dear, do 
not keep him walting; you had better go at 

ce,” 

terpoeed. 

go to aor, 2 even 

vely, taking Ina’s little 4 ‘ There 

Se be wo dete fot 0 laterview between 

afather and child who have been parted for 

fifteen years. It t better that Mr, Fortescue 

should understand that Ina has promised herself 
to Ld 


me, 

“J bave told him, Randolph,” sald poor ’ 
Cameron ; “and he has convinced me that it can 
never be, Oh, what have I sald? My poor 
children! My darling Ina}! But indeed you 
must forget each other. Lord Fortesoue will not 
hear of your engagement !” 

Lord Fortescue of Ardleigh |” exclaimed 
Randolpb. “Do you mean that he ts Inn's 
father }"’ 

“ Yes.” 

A curtous smile crossed the young man’s face, 
but he sald nothing, only held Ina’s hand more 
closely, and opening the door ieft Mrs. Cameron 
to her own reficc‘ions. 

They were not plessant ones, Good, kind- 
hearted woman that she was, Mary Cameron 
reproached herself bitterly for not having 
guessed the terrible certainty which threatened 
her 


bid fair to blight two lives. 
“He can never marry 
widow, sadly. ‘' And the Douglases are faithfal 
until Ceath. He will go down to his ve 
unmarried, and his grand old name be 
»” 


extinct, 
Lord Fortescue was standing facing the door 
when the young couple entered, 
father might have been proud of the fair 
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“J thank you forthe honcur you coffer ry 
obild,” sald Lord Fortescue warmly ; ‘' but I be, 
unhesftatingly to decline your proposal I sh 
never consent to your marrying my daughter.” 

‘You overrate your power,” returned Ran- 
dolph, coldly. “* For two years, I grant, it rests 
with you to part us; but when once she is of age 
nod all the fathers In the world can prevent Ina 
from becoming my wife |" 

Lord Fortescue smiled sadly as though he 
would not be angry however much provoked. 

He turned to Ins, 

“Your admirable guardian has given orders 
for your things to be packed at once. I propose 
to leave for London by che last train. It starts in 
an hear’s time. If you have any last preparations 
to make you had better attend to them at 
one.” 

She looked at her lover, He understood the 
mute appeal, aud took her hand lovingly fn his 


own. 

‘Tt te only for a little time, my darling. If 
only you will be true to me this miserable separ- 
atfon will soon pass, and I can claim you before 
all (he world.” 

* You will write to me?” pleaded Ina. 

“If he does,” observed Lord Fortescue, “I 
shall make {ft my business to see you do not 
recelve his letters, Do you think I am going 
to be defied by fe | own child, rebelilous girl 1” 

Her eyes flashed, She had plenty of spirit, in 
spite of her gentile nature, 

"T owe you no respect—no obedience! What 


—— 


have you ever done for me all these years? What |: 


claim have you on me{” 

“You talk folly,” said Fortesoue, roughly. 
an to Mra. Cameron. She will teach you your 

uty.” 

The two men were left alone. 

It wae a strange position. Equals in point of 
family, their homes actually adjoining, it was yeb 
thair first actual mestiog. 

Forteecue looked younger than his age, and 
might have been taken anywhere under forty. 

Randolph, on the contrary, seemed older than 
his years, and so you would have taken the two 
more for rivals in love than es passlonate suitor 
and the stern father of his choice, 

“My lord,” said Randolph, stiffly, I awaid 
your explanation, You owe ib to me to state 
your objections.” 

“And If I refuse 1” 

"For your own credit's sake, you will hardly 
do ec, The whole world knows my position and 
prospects, In peconfary considera Iam a 
fair match for your daughter. There hes always 
been a friendly intimacy between our families, 
and I defy you to point ont any blot on my past 
life that justifies you In refusing me Ina.” 

‘I don’t refuse her to you personally,” sald 
Fortescne, harriedly, “Were you a duke my 
answer would be the same. I do nob intend the 
girl to marry.” 

* This ls nonsense,” 

“Ask Mrs, Cameron,” suggested Lord For- 
tesone, “I have given her my motives, and she 
approves them.” : 

** Impossible.” 

The peer shrugged his shoulders. 

“Ask her, Ioan say no more, It le my bellef 
when you have listened toe your worthy cousin 
ag will be completely of my opinion regarding 

Da. 

“ Will you answer me one question, Lord For- 
tescue} Are you sending me away on the chance 
of a nobler son-in-law 1” 

“On my word, no! My one desire for Ina, 
and has been for years, is that she should never 
marry }” 

The door opened and Ina entero), dressed in a 
traveling costame of soft grey; a velvet hat of 
the same shade rested on her fair hair; her eyes 
were red with cryiog, and Mrs. Cameron, who 
came with her, had much ado to restrain her 
80 


bs, 

“I shall rofss her so terribly,” said the widow, 
sadly, “ You see she has been like my own child 
these fifteen years,” 

“Don’t cry,” whispered Ina, “I shall come 
back to you, dear, I shall not stey with Lord 
Fortescue after Iam my own mistress |” 


7 
* Then ew tie you propose to support your- 





self, young lady?” demanded her father, 
sharply ; bat Ina did not shrink even from that 
question, The timid gir) seemed changed into s 
heroine. 

“TI have been carefully educated,” she sald, 
gravely, “and I {megine others will be glad to 
learn from me, I should not mind how hard I 
worked so that I was free.” 

"You will never need to work at all,” enid 
Randolph, lovingly. ‘‘The day the law makes 
you your own mistress we will be married,” 

She gave bim one grateful glance from under 
her long eyelashes ; then ehe looked sad!y round 
the ltele room where she bad spent so many 
happy years, 

"I shall never forget {1,” she sald to Mre. 


"nor all your goodness to me. Aslong | 


oO 

as I live I shall remember dear Violet Cottage, 
and. my happy childhood, and some day I 
wiil come back.” 

She was gone. It had all happened so quickly. 
Events bad followed each other so rapidly, from 
Sir Ralph's letter of vexation to Lord Fortescue’s 
abrupt appearance and terrible revelation, that 
poor Mrs, Cameron was quite overcome. She 
— beck in a low chafr, and looked ready to 

int. 

Rando)ph was as kind to her as possible. He 
ordered a cup of hot tes, and stood over her while 
she drank it, He waited till she had grown 
calmer and more like herself, and then he said 


(gently enough, but in the tone of one who means 


to be answered, — 

‘Lord Fortescue referred me to you for an 
explanation, He said you knew the motives of 
his conduct about Ina, and approved them |” 

‘I don’t,” sald Mra, Cameron, frankly. ‘I 
mean I don’t approve them. He ought to have 
told me the trath fifteen years ago—not now, 
when It is too late.” 

** Still you will tel) it to me?” urged Rar. 

** My dear, I can't bear to! Ib has well-nigh 
curdied the blood in my velns, for I loved her 
as my own child, and it will break your heart,” 

"IT think not!” said Ran, simply. ‘' While 
Ina is well, and while she loves me, nothing else 
really matters |” 

Mrs, Cameron sobbed out the , bid by bib, 
and Randolph lMstened, to her amaszémend, with 
a set, impenetrable face, 

* I don’t believe fp |” he sald at Inst, 

“ Randolph 1” 

‘It fe too full and too minute to be trae,” 
said Mr. Douglas, slowly. ‘If that man had 
been telling you simple facts he would have con- 
tented himself with saying bis wife died insane, 
and that there was a chance of Ina inheriting 
her malady, I fancy, Cousin Mary, had be sald 
_ mach aud no more I might have believed 

| he 


Lu Bat-——” 
‘* Bat he has overdone it,” retorted Randolph, 
** by saying his wife was some time In an asylum, 
that for generations and generations insanity 
had been fo the family ; also by declaring the 
first doctors of the day had declared Ina In- 
herited the fata! disease, You know no doctors 
have seen her since she came to you. You have 
the old nurse’s word that she had the svle 
of Ina trom the time she was six months 
old! Surely thie convicts the father of false- 
hood! He declares he consulted the first ape- 
clalists of the day, and they declared that Ina 
must infallibly go mad! Now, Oouein Mary, 
I don’t believe physicians would pronounce such 
a dcom on any creature they had never seen. It 
fa oat of the question they would give such a 
verdict on an infant fn arms ; and, as we know, 
since she was six months old Ina has never been 
shown to any distinguished practitioner. I think 
we can laugh at her father’s fiction 1 ¥ 
Mrs, Cameron was very far from laughing. 
“Sach things are hereditary, Ran.” 
"T know ; bud as he has lied In one particular 
he may In another.” ‘ 
" Bat what could be bia object ?” 
"I don’t know,” sald Randolph, slowly, ‘' but 
I mean to find ont, I shall go home to-morrow 


and cross- Sir Ralph. 
"He be as anxlous to separate you as 
ortescue himself!” 


Lord F. e 
“T think not.” 


**Remember his letter.” 

“He did not know that Ina was 40 detr to 
me then, nor had he heard her birth. Sir Ralph 
is a proud man; bub even he would be content 
that I should marry Mise Fortescue of Ardleigh. 
Strange I never dreamed, when we discucsed 
Ine’a story, that she covld belong to that 
family.” 

“ Does your father know Lord Forterens 1” 

Not this man, but he and the lesb lord were 
ike brothers, The Fortercues have rather s 
strange history, There were three brothere-— 
this man ts the youngest—aad for years no ove 
thoaght they would ever marry. Lord Fortereus 
died fifteeu years ago; hie second brother had 
been killed a few years before fo an accident ; so 
Toa’s father came into sverything, and for agee 
ip was marvel to people generally that he did 
not marry.” 

**Bat he bad married!” objected Mrz. 
Cameron, 

“He was a widower when he came into the 
property, You forget thav” 

"He never owned It. It Is only three years 
since his marrlage was announced to an Italion 
actress, They have one child—a boy—bud they 
never come near Ardielgh. My father was en- 
raged when he heard of the match, and sald fb 
was the first mdsalliance Io the Fortescue 
family.” 

Mrs, Cameron looked bewildered. 

* Then who was Ina’s mother 1” 

Mr. Douglas shook his heed 

‘*] have no idea; but I am almond certain the 
maerriege mueb have heen kepd secret. Now, tn 
such a case, he could not have known rouch of Ne 
wife's history. To eay madnese was in the family 
for untold generations must be false,” 

“IT can’s anderetand,” sald poor Mra, Cameron, 
quite bewildered. ‘ Lord Fortescue has apent 
enormous sums on Ina, and provided for her 
exactly as though she wns his daughter, and now 
you seem to imply she te not,” 

You wrong me, I have no hope of provivg 
she te not his child, only there ls a mystery some- 
where. Why should he want to keep her un- 
married? Why should he invent (I fee) sure it 
ie an invention) auch ® crus) libel aboud her 
mother? What has he to gain? Depend upon 
it there is something heavy ab stake)” 

Mrs. Cameron shook her head. 

* Oa the contrary, he would gain if she married 
you. Her wants would never cosb him another 
shilling, and would nob interfere with his second 
family.” Then, after a pause, '' No, Randolph, 
it fe terribly 2d, and I can’s bear to think of fb; 
but I fear the story fs trne, and that fearfal doom 
really threatens our poor Ino,” 

“‘T have no patience with you!” cried Ran- 
dolph. ‘' Did she ever show s sign of ih! Bid 
you ever meet quieter, calmer creature? Bla 
you ever before sssociate clear, serene grey eyee 
with mania? Wae her conduct to-night, under 
a sudden and overwhelming shock, what] you 
would expect from & mad woman }”’ 

“No, But——” 

“Never mind the bate, Be your owa kind 
self, Couzin Mary, and don’t believe evil of the 
girl you have reared, for all the fathers in the 
world, You will see Ina Mra Douglas ye? 1” 

Bat, in spite of the young man’s anxiety, be 
conld sympathize with the widow's disappoint 


ment. 

He knew that with Loa abe had lost her {ncome, 
and he asked her, quite kind!y and thoughtful’y, 
what she Intended vo do 

Mrs, Cameron replied she had expected Ina’s 
recall for a long time, and bad been saving te 
provide for the calamity. 

Violet Cottage and ite forniture were ber own 
—all that her husband had been able to leave 
her, Sbe had carefully put by a quarter of her 
income ever einca Ina came to her. 

This safely invested In railway stock produced 
over a hundred a-year ; 60, though It would be tn 
a far hombler style than she had of late been 
used to, she hoped to be able to continue in her 


present house. 

J should like to stay ab the Cottege,” she 
sald, when Ran pressed her to come to his father’s, 
at any rate, on a long vielt. “Fou and don’ 





think alike about Lord Fortescue, Ran; bub 
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both love Ina, and for her eake{I would rather 
etay here.” 


wqphor Tan's sake” repeated Me, Dongias, 


“T don't think she will be happy with her 
father,” sai@ Mcs. Cameron, slowly. “ And, gentile 
as she seems, she has a very atrong wil!, I know 
she loves me, and I believe, Randolph, {f anything 
a her to leave her father, she would come 
8 back to me.” 

“ Do you think he would be uukind to her ?” 

‘The widow bealtated. 

‘Cf never did believe in etepmobhers, Randolph. 
The new wife may be quite a gir) herself, and 

Ina ber place in the home, Besides, no 

bo Lord Fortescue is wrapped ap in his eecond 

faibily, aud Ius is sensitive. Afver baling my first 

objact all theee years, (0 would come hard on the 

child to feel she waz one too many.” 

42 wish cho would come back,” aald Rin, 

ly. ‘'Qoasla Mary, I kuow you won't like 

ca hear li, but [ think I hateLord Fortescue, He 
looked to me a man capable of any evil!” 

Mr. Douglas was home in time for dinner the 
pe day. His father greeted him warmly, but 
asked no questions. It was only whea the cloth 
was removed, and the servants had left the two,;) 
eloup over their dessert that Sir Ralph said 
gravely,— , 

“ Youare home very suddenly, my boy ?"’ 

‘UT came to ask your help, “sir,” sald Randolph, 
frankly. ‘'I want to bs married, and everything 
— against me,” 

“Nob to your cousin's adopted child t 

‘'%o Lord Fortesene’s only daughter, who has 
beag onder Mary's charge for years,” 

Ralph looked disturbed, 

‘£T always thought be married that girl. He 

= aan and fast ab the time though." 
° ” 


“(She was an offiser’a daughter of good family, 
bud poor enough to have to earn her own bread 
twenty years ago, She was governess at the 
Hiotery, snd she suddenly disappeared, It was 
@i° Open secret that Lord Forteseue—my old 

ignd and comrade—had proposed to ber and 
been refused. Mrs, Alien, the rector’s wife, 
cajied him into her counsels ; he spent money 

water in the search, but uo clase was ever 
né. Your mother had loved the girl dearly, 
thoogh she had only kaown her a few months, and 
vively refased to belleve evil of her; bat the 
ratery was never solved. Poor Fortescue him- 
welt taxed Noel with ft. He was a bandaowe 
féllow, and had been intimate with the Allens, 
at he declared he was far too poor to marry auy- 
one but an helrass, 

© Aud you think she was the present lord’s firet 
wifa, aud the mother of my Ina t” 

Sir Ralph nodded his bead, 

‘$ Margaret Trevor was a beautiful girl, and, I 
belleve, a good one. She lefo the Rectory with 
her lover, and I for one shall never believe she 
was nov his wife, I suepacted Noel Fortescue at 
the time. When he came {nto the title, and 
zo kept single all these years I felt certain of 

‘i 


Rendolph told his story, He kept back nothing. 
Eis poured out his wrongs, bis Ina’s charms, and 
Lord Fortescue’a cruelty. Sir Ralph looked 
be wlidered, 

“1 can't make {t out, I never liked Noel 
Fortesene, Taere was something underband 
shgat him, bat I don’t see why he should hate 
tly own child enough to {Invent such cruel Hes 
ebout her. I begin to fear, my boy, we sre 
migtaken, and be married someones who was really 
fndane” 

Pa, Teavor was not eo, you are sure of 
att” ‘ 

The Baronet almost emiled. 

"She was the only chiid of a brave officer 
whose family were famous for their courage. 
Besldes, her Whole Iife could be accounted for. 
From elght to eighteen she was at a school for 
Officers’ daughters ; she came straight from there 
to ba Mrs, Allen's governess.” 

‘And when did she leave 1” 

“dn the summer of ‘sixty-four.’ Jans, I 
think.” 

** And Ina was born fm April of ‘ sixty-five,’ ” 

Sir Ralph locked troubled. 





“Tean’t see the motive, Randolph. I don’t 
want to take Fortescue’s part, but men don’t sin 
like that without » motive, If he married 
Margaret Trevor there fs nod reason for his 
wanting to bring such sa awful charge against 
her memory, The Fortescue estates are so 

en that everything mast go to his 
son. It would be far more to hls advantage to 
see the girl well-married, than have to save a 
scanty provision for her." 

** Can you dewcribe Miss Trevor?” 

“7 never was good at describing people, but if 
you go to the Rectory, Mrs, Allen bas a picture 
of her. Ons of thele friends was fond of drawing 
and he painted Margaret as a present to his 
hostess, It doesnot do her jastice, but ft will 
show you the style of woman that she was—the 
very least likely to go out of her mind.” 

“And then t I misan when I have satisfied my- 
self—as I feel eure I shall—that Miss Trevor 
became Forteecue’s wife and Ina’s mother, what 
atm I todo next?” 

* You can do nothing until she fs of age” 

“YT must!” sald Rau, breathlessly, “Sir, do 
you think if I knew he has forged such # cruel 

, Tcan be content to leave my darling in 
his 1 He must have some powerful 
mae te gain by making people “her 


“He can’t have!” declared Sir Ralph. “I 
tell you he came Into immense wealth on his 
brother's death. My poor old friend left every- 
thing to go with the title, belleving his favourite 
brother Garnet would succeed him—as brave a 
soldier as ever donved a uniform. Garnet an- 
happily had died a few years before, and For- 
tescue always forgot to alter his will. Why, the 
fanded property alone must have been immense, 
Even if through her mother (though Margaret 
Trevor had no rich relations) his daughter had 
come fhto @ fortune, to keep {t fn his hands 
could be no inducement to Bim. Why, the man 
is 8 millionaire.” 

‘* Have you ever seen Lady Fortescue!” 

“Tcalled,”\ sald Sir Ralph, slowly. "I felt 
bound to do that much. Sne fs a lovely creature 
bat quise beneath bim in rank. I should imagine 
her'to have.-been about the class of a ballet 
dancer before he married her, As to an 
that’s nonsense! She hasn't the edacation, She 
may have walked on the stage to make ap a 
crowd, bat acted, never! She's not got the 
brains 1” 


“T suppose he fs very fond of her #” 

‘*Worships her, apparently, bat {t's an awfal 
come down for the Fortesoues, She'll never be 
abie to hold her own in the county.” 

“Do you think she will be kind to Ina!” 

**T should ‘not lke to say. She looked to me 
to have a temper, bus she’s devoted to her own 
child, They were only there a week, and then 
went on to Hilersife, a new place he’s bought In 
Yorksbire,” 

Mr. Dougias paid his visit at the Rectory, and 
took the sweet, ellver-hafred mistress of the ivy- 
covered house Into his confidence. Mrs. Allen 
hadnever forgovten the sweet-facsd girl who, 
for a few months, had been like an elder daugh- 
ter to her. 


Randolph at first gave no explanation, only |. 


sald he much wished to see Mias Trevor's picture, 
Shon Ay mtn heaping gree ate act her 
chil 

Mrs, Allen produced the painting, a little faded, 
a livtle old-fashioned, bat atill distinct enough 
for the lovar to recognise » epeaking likeness to 


Tana. 
“ Heaven bless you, dear Mre, Allen,” he said 
‘*You have solved my doubts, It is 


The old lady started, 

“ Do you really mean Margaret left a daughter 
and that you have seen her?” 

“ IT mean,” sald Randolph, smiling, “I have 
lost my hearb to a creature who might have sat 
for this picture, and when I bring her home you 
will think you see Miss Trevor i 

“Hor name!” cried Mra. Allen, ‘' Oh, do 
tell me who she iz. I assure you the mystery of 
Margaret's fate has been a trial to me for years,” 

Her name fe Ina Fortescue.” 

Mrs, Allen's face changed, 





en 


** Then she is not Margaret's daugbver.” 

“Mg father felt eure she was. He said the 
present Lord Fortescue was a freqaent vieltor 
here, and an open admirer of your lovely friend," 

“The three brothers vieited here and they ail 
admired Margaret. The Captain came very 
seldom, for he lived mostly with his regiment in 
London, From the first [ saw it only rested 


Mrs, Allen Usbened spell-bound ; but abe did 
not seem in the least converted to Randolph's 


“ | would belleve any evil of Noel Frotescue. 
It is not exactly the right sentiment for a clergy- 
inan's wite, Me. Donglas ; but I think bilin capable 
of any crime |” 

Randolph sighed. 

** He seems to heave no love for 
fore one would have thought he might 

lad to be free from all care of her ; 


fat 

Randolph atared. 

“He saysso. I never thonght of doubt!” 

“I doubt ib very much!” said Mrs, Alien, 
calmly. ‘If she is Margaret Trevor's child Lord 
Fortescue Is not her father, Oa that point you 
may be certain |” 

* Bat how can I find out whether ‘she is his 
child 1" 

‘' Ty will be a very weary task,” sald his friend, 
gravely, “aod will cost a good desl of money, I 
see nothing for it but to employ a detective to 
fiad the certificate of Noel Fortescues mir- 


* And then ¥” 

"Meanwhile, yourself search oub the fate of 
Margaret Trevor, She left asin June, twenty 
years ago, #0 I fear the clue ‘will be hard to 
find.” 

“ And you never heard from her?” 

"Oaly once, Three months later I had a 
letter from her, urging me not to think her an- 

ateful. She was well and happy. Her has- 
Sand was the noblest man I ever mot, and when 
she could explain their reasons for secrecy she 
was sure that we should understand and approve 
of them, You see, Mr. Douglas, that settles the 
question, She knew I disliked Noel Fortescus— 
that nothing {n the world wonld make me 4&p- 
prove of her marrying him. Then the wording 
of the note seeme to Conte I knew her husband. 
The Rector and I used to go over all the people 
who had visited here ; but we never could hit on 
one who bay hewrodh ag to use such secrecy 
iu marrying _ ea 

“You think,” said Randolph, slowly, " the 
certificate of Noel Fortescue’s will prove 
Margaret Trevor was not his wife. How, theo, 
shall I account for her marvellous resemblance to 
thie picture?” 

Mrs, Allen smiled anxlously, 

‘Find the certificate of hie inarrlage first— 
Ib probably took places some time in ‘sixty-six. 
When you bring mo that I will give you my 


opinion, 
Mat the vlress'she laid on the “ when ” gave Mr, 
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‘Douglas the fnapression 
find tbe search both long and difficult, 


asotually off on her travels, and she would gladly 
have never to with to leave Raven- 
atoke tf only sbe could have been back at her dearly- 
loved home, with her kind, 


handed in gaite a of paperr, a basket of 
fruit, a bag of cakes, and other trifies, Another 
mormant, and they were off, the smooth-faced 
domestic hie master they were due in 
London at five o’clook. 

The journey passed withoud much fncldent, 
and fioaily Ina found herself Installed In her new 
home with her. foreign stepmother at Hileralie, 
No society wae kept, and she would have been 
utterly miserable but for the society of an old 
nuree, Janet, who had knows her mother, 

Ina started to her feeb when Janet told her 
thie, and seized the woman’s hand, and kissed it, 

* My mother! my dear, dead mother, whom I 
have never heard of ! Oty seam Ae tell me 
something about her, and I will blew you,” 

“'Tpere’s little enough to tell, Miss Ins. She 
was jaet like you, ouly—if you won’t be offended 
—brighter and prettier. She was a mere child 
when she married, and she died at twenty.” 

Ina looked at the nurse !mploringly. 

" And my father loved her } ” 

‘* Her husband jast worshipped her, Miss Ina, 
He loved the very ground she walked on.” 

“And yet he hates me!” murmured Ing. 
" Strange he should have idolised his wife, 
acd yet not have one kind feeliog for her 

! 4 


Perhaps Janet thought she had aaid too much, 
for she changed the sutj2ct abruptly. 

: : "3 you know whos coming to-night, Miss 
na ” 

* Lady Fortescue’s uncle.” 

"Yes, the Signor Gabrielli, as they call him. 
He’s a celebrated doctor in his own country. 
Educated himeeif, for he was bud the eon of 
& peasant, and made himself a name, I didn’t 

3 but, somehow, 
you remind me of your mother, eo I can’t help 
giving you one word of warning—beware of 


Iva 

* But why?” 

The nurse shook her head mysteriously. - 

Rp Pang orgy pm ogy wt sige 
are en to me m ware 
Gabriel 3 veer =oe 

It seamed very strange, and when Ina was pre- 
conan tn aie. aquest that evening she was even 
more bew 





reverence for old age, and her delight at hearing 
kind words In her own language, the Signor 
ecsomed a very kind, fatherly old man. 

Janet mused have been mistaken in telling her 
to beware of him. Why, she almost loved him 
eae and, had he been Lady Fortescue’s father, 

willingly have given him the affectionate 


He sat at dinner, and talked to her a 

— When they joined the ladies in the 

rawing-room he wend straight to her side, his 
ous, 


Signor was pleased to take in her, nor his curiosity 
as to her life in His kindness she fully 
appreciated, and when she went to bed that night 
fo was with the opinion life at Etlersiie would be 
much pleasanter daring the doctor’s visit, 

Poor child } 

In the smoking-room Lord Fortescue and his 
uncle by marriage held a long and eager conver- 
sation after the rest of the household had retired, 
The Signor’s face was a trifle less amiable than it 
had been In the drawing-room, and Lord Fortes- 
one’s was undeniably angry. 

"Ten thousand pounds is an absurd price,” he 
said at last, “‘T think you presume on our rela- 


Signor. 
Italian smiled sardonically, 
for the relationship E would not stir a 
the matter, You don’t sgppose I want 
you. Ita Panlina and her boy I think 
way, that fe my last word—ten thonsand 


"TI call ip preposterous.” 

**'Then you are at liberty to refuse it.” 

“You know that I can’t do that, Ism in o 
regular fix. I musi get you tohelp me or 
someone else,” 

“Who may batray you to the other side.” 

‘ * After ail,” said Ay se ote "I belleve 
could defy discovery. Sappos' relented, and 
enacted the part of amiable father.” 

** Too late.” 

tii How sot” 

“The young man’s suspicions are aroused, I 
had it from & secret agent of my own. Mr. Don- 
gles is now in London seeking « detective clever 
enough to hunt up the certificate of your mar- 
rlage with Ina’s mother.” 

** It will need a very clever detective.” 

by doctor laughed. 

' Unquestionably ; but that does nob lessen 
the danger to yourself, I tell you plainly, you 
bave made a great mistake. It was a flee move 
altogether, tng yourself to those people as 
" ey Sane 5 tr hire I 

Was so taken —_—" 

“ . Well, it’s no ase to talk over 
pret mistakes. Toe future fs enough to occupy 

on. 

" Rather too much,” 

“Not at all. It’s simple to a degree, Ten 
thousand down and safely secured or—ruin |” 

“T thisk' with my bap,” snggeated the wi 

, with my help,” snggested t: y 
doctor, ‘Mr. Randolph Douglas will be able to 
discover something & great deal more useful to 
him than the oerti he fs seeking.” 

‘Surely you would not betray me.” 

“T ronst think of Paulina and her boy. I have 
no children, and my niece fs dear to me. If you 
refase my conditions I shall go to the otber side, 
Whatever they pay me will go to form a little 
provision for my fnjared darlings."” 

* Gabriell/, | think you are a fiend |” 

The doctor smiled. 

“Tam nota foo), my friend. You have told 
me your secrets to please yourself; I intend to 
use them for my own advantage,” 

“Ten thousand pounds! And you are eure fb 
could be managed.” 

“Tem positive of it, Money down, and no 
questions asked.” 

Ten minates cf breathless aflence. Lord 
Fortescue paced the room like some wild 


beset. 
stopped bis frantic walk abruptly fn front 
doctor, 


i} 


se 


& 


He 
tS You shall have the woney to- Only 
ou ve the money to-morrow. 
remember, whatever you do I desire to know 

nothing—nothing at all.’ 





**Twhall respect your fatherly acrnplss. You 
may leave everything to me in perfect security. 
And now, my worthy nephew, as I have much to 
think of and arrange, and as it fe gettirg late, J 
will wish you good-night,” 

He was gone. 

Lord Fortescue buried his face in hix bands 
and trembled. 

He was nob s good man. He had already 
broken his promise to the dead, and cruelly 
wronged the living; but even be shrank tn 
horror from the step ja»b taken. If those who 
loved Ina could only have dreamed of the fats 
in store for her the mornivg’s Nght would have 
found them at Ellerslie, no matter at what cost. 


CHAPTER IY., AND LAST, 

RaNDOLPH Dovotas went to London on hin 
self-imposed task full of hope and confidence. 
He knew the exand date of Ina’e birth, and bad 
always understood her mother died within a y#ir 
ot her marriage. Thus he knew the year, aud 
well-nigh the month, of the ceremony ; and is 
seemed to him tf must be easy to find the cer\i 
ficate, able as he was to offer a tempting reward 
for it, His father's advice had been short. and 
to the point, 

"Don't appear In 1h yourself, my boy, 7 
know Noel Fortescue of old, and he’s as deep av 
any man yet born. If you atir In the eearch he 
will divine your motive, and do his best to by fie 
you. 

So Mr, Douglas went straight to the family 
lawyers, backed with # note from Sir Ralph, 
begging them to recommend him rome acute 
oer to make some Important fuquiries for a 

lend, » 

Mr. Drummecnd, the head of the firm, who 
had known Randolph all hie ‘life, told him 
certaly Silas Gee would suit him in all respects, 
and hoped, in a kindly way, no trouble threatened 
his friend. 

Impelled to confidence, Randolph answered 
simply that he was engsged to be married, and 
he devired to trace out his betrothed’s parentage 
on ber mother’s side, 

Dr. Drummond smiled, 

“The father’s fs ueually thought more 'm- 
portant.” 

“There ‘fa no difficulty there. She fe the 
daughter of Lord Fortesene of Ardleigh, bub he 
objects utrongly to ber marrying me or anyone 
else,” 


Mr, Drummond looked Inecratab!s. 

© A clever man Lord Fortercae.” 

“Do you know him ?” 

"Only as far ax having had to settle hic debts 
fn his younger days by his late brother's order. 
I wonder at his objecting to such a eultor as you, 
Mr. Dongias |” 

Randolph told his story. The lawyor listened 
with great attention and shook his head, 

“ Gee will find you the certificate if {t's to be 
had, Mr, Douglas. But I doubt the marriege.”’ 

Randolph flushed, 

“ Do you mesn Miss Trevor ?” 

‘* I eaw her once when I waa staying with yonr 
father,” sald Mr. Drummond, “sud I would ter 
speak a word againet her, But I don’t belféye 
she ever married Noel Fortescue, Why, sir, she 
hated him, It was impomible for anyone who 
saw them together to donbi ft. No, ~Mr. 
Douglas ; Lord Fortescue msy have deluded you 
by declaring his first wife dled mad ; but depend 
upon it that wife was nod Margaret Trevor, 

Mr, Silas Gee called on Randolph, aud dal 
received his instroctions. He seemed 1 chron 
man of business, and declared there was no diffi- 
culty in the matter. But still days passed on, 
and he had nothing to report. , 

Randolph began to grow crestfallen, Rowarde 
had been offered far and near for the ntleatig 
certificate ; advertisementa had been inserted It 
all the papers for proofs of the msrrisgo 6f 
Margaret Trevor, the ceremony taking plate 
eome time In sixty. five. 

Bat no answer came, and Rendolph was n- 
ning to lose hope—when more than a month after 
his leaving Violet Cottage—be received » peculfer 
note from Mr. Gee, 
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“On the soont ad last. Will be with you to- 
morrow at five,” 

Tae hours of *‘ to-morrow” dragged painfully 
to Randolph till five o'clock came ; then he heard 
the catective’s familiar knock, and was surprised, 
on saying “ Come in,” to ace enter not only the 
stout, comfortable form of Mr, Gee himeelf, but 
a female figure closely veiled, 


y: 

4 more ees person it would have 
pan See d, bat she bore his scrutiny un- 
mo 

"I want to diacover the certificate of Miss 
Trevor's marriage, because I believe she war the 
mother of my fature wife.” 

“I think you're mistaken,” sald the woman, 
coolly. “Se bad one daughter, and from 
alf I hear, poor girl {—she won't have a chance of 
Se a 

re you : 

** And if I amt” 

“She le my betrothed wife, Lord Fortesue 
beg gnly separated ua for a time, So soon as she 
is of age we shall be married.” 

The woman looked et hic: keenly. 

py lord refused his consent, didn't het” 

a es.” 

“ Oa what pleat” 

“That her mother died {nsane.”’ 

The woman uttered @ ory of horror. 

“I knew he was ae villain,” she sald, bitterly. 
“He would tpjare the living cruelly to gain 
euda ; but I never though tell 
lies of the dead. Weil, he should have trusted 
me entirely, and then maybe I'd have been trae 
tohim, I shall not 


You are apeaking wildly,” orled Randolpb. 
“ Heaven knowe I think of her day and night ; 
bat what nee have I to remove her from 


father’s care 

“She fs nob with her father.” 

Mx, Douglas started. 

“ Where is she ¢” 

“Dead, perhaps,” eaid the woman, slowly. 
‘' Tt is pearly three weeks elnce she was taken 
away from Ellerslie,” 


: hite as death had grown the young lover's 
aoe, 


“As "gou ere a woman, be merciful,” he 
plemded. “Think of what she is to me!” 

“Tf you care for her take my advice. Don’s 
trouble yourself about certificates; find your 
fancée and marry her !"* 

Raudolph turned te the speaker with implor- 


en, 

‘Where ts she t” 

“How dolkaow! I tried to warn her, but 
she was euch « obild she would not ses.” 

“For Heaven's eake speak plaialy |" 

“To fs Ubel if it's overheard,” she eald, slowly. 
“Bat you look trae, and 1’il trust you. Ina 
Forbtesous’s Ufe stood bebween a bad man and 
vasb wealth, He had not stack at much. Do 
you think he would let a elip of a girl keep 
him oud of a noble property! Not he, I can 
teligou 1” 

Randolpb’s blood ran cold, 

*You think she fs fn danger }"” 

The woman shrugged her shouldere. 

** Have you ever heard of the Signor Gabrielll, 
an Italian doctor 1” 


Douglas shook his head, bu Gee's face bright- 
ened,— 

*' Peivate asylum near Naples,” he sald, {ntellf- 
gently. * Man of great abilities, Has awonderfal 
knack of relieving families of encumbrances. No 
questions asked. Profound secrecy, and a living 
death behind the stone walls of his asylum. 


Rendolph shuddered. 

“ What am I to do?” 

The detective was ready with his answer. 

** We'd better leave the search here and go to 
Ivaly ; bat it’s a» forlorn hope. Gabrielli a a 
deal of Influence, and has accumulated an im- 


"That won't do, You aay Lord Fortescue 
stands to gain a great deal by his daughter's 
death $ It sounds incredible, bat I euppose you 
mean it?” 

‘* He will gain safety, wealth and honour.” 

*' Then,” sald Gee, slowly, ‘it will never do 
te alarm Gabrielll. There are so many ways in 
which he might procure freedom for his nephew 
by marriage, No, Mr. Douglas, we mast have 
recourse to one or two thingse—bribery or 
stealth.” 

“ Only let us say oud!” cried Rindolph, with 
feverish anxiety. “My good woman, you must 
lep me reward you. You bave done better for us 
than {f you had brought the certificate |” 

The nurse Janet—for she ib was—abook her 


‘ When you have found Ina Fortescue and 
married her, send for me. I will give you the 
certificate then, aud take any reward you offer 
me, bat I won't touch money till I know she 
te safe, I have wronged her badly enough, bat 
I never dreamed her life would be fn danger.” 

Mr. Gee had been 


i 
: 
g 


epoke the lap well, so that the two 
‘saree teaintall Uesiiainin ine easel ang 


her | of the inconveniences that often assall Engilsh- 


men travelling in foreign lande, 
The detective wae urgent upon one point. 
pF both adopt a di before they 


“ Bless you, air, Silas Gee's too well known not 
to be identified, even in Italy, and you yourself. 
Depend upon ft, if her pa’s really entrusted your 
young lady to Signor Gabrielll, he’s given a pretty 
ne and told him to beware 
° 


you. 

The result of this was that the two gentlemen 
who soon after their conversation reached Naples 
bore little reeemblance to the pair who Listened 
te Janet’s strange tidings, The travellers were 
apparently father and son; the former with 
white hair and beard, bent form, and feeble style, 
seemingly a little deficlent {fn intellect; the 
latter, » dashing young officer, dark enough for a 
Spaniard, with very fine black beard and mous- 
tache—a distingulahed Individual, who looked 
down on his infirm old parent, 

They put up at the first hotel in Naples, and 
gave thelr names as the Senors Alvarez, 
from Madrid, The two accidentally got into 
conversation with a doctor staying at the hotel and 
inquired from him pardculars of Gabrielll's noted 
fosi{tation. The doctor lauded {t to the skies as 
the most suitable retreat for all afflicted persons 
—from the helplees imbecile or creature whose 
mind was enfeebled by old age, to the moat 
violent maniac. He a ly gave the Spaniarda 
one of his own cards, and declared that Senor 








Alvarez would receive every consideration from 
his distinguished friend Gabrielli, 

It would have astonished him not a little could 
Lane 
strangers t. 

‘+I shall ask to see the patients,” said Dougias, 
sadly, “ but what ftdo! Even ff she 
fs there, how can I rescue her, when we have that 
woman’e fearful warnlog to bear in mind—thas to 
alarm Gabrielli might be to endanger my dar- 
ling’s life |” 

O aad ape Pra much more hope- 
iy. 

“Oheer up, sir,” be said, quietly. “ Faint 
heart never won fair lady. You've got what an- 
locks moet doora— ; dow 
in all this Gabrielll's estabilshment there's not 
some who's to be bribed! Once you feel 


“ you can immure me as a patient, I shall charge 
you a Uttle extra, but that you won't object to. 
Then once within the walls I shall learn all the 

t 


- 


secrete ; and ft will go hard with me [If I can’ 
release Miss Fortescue! ” 

Douglas shuddered. 

‘*] don't know what I hops or fear. It will 
be terrible to find her there, yet ifshe fs not at 
Gabrielli’s she may be at some other piace of the 
same kind to w we have no clue, Ins, 
roy fair-haired child, confined among lb 
fs too awful 1” 

Ie was not efx weeks alnce he parted from his 
darling, but the long suspense, and the terrible 


fears excited by Janet's suggestions, made tt seem 

like years to poor Randolph ; and he was far from 

sharing the cheerful mood with whieh Mr. Silas 

Gee prepared for the long drive to the celebrated 
jum. 


It was an Ideal epot. 

The house, rays in large — stood 
among vineyards olive groves. 
around was perfect, but the fron the hig 
walls, told plainly that {t wea a prison. 

The doctor was at home, and the gentlemen 
were ushered into a large, lofty apartment to 
walt for him. 

Randolph went to the window, which, Italian 
fashion, opened on to « terrace. 

Looking out, he saw some of the patients wan- 
dering ta the grounds. 

prisoners be recognised his dariing ; bu 
how changed from the Ina who had been the eun- 


hopeless, dejected alr, She sasmed to 
him fading away jast for the want of hope. 
He longed to rush to her, and clasp her fn his 


arms, 

He had almost aterted {n it, when Silas 
Gee pulled him abruptly into the room, for 
the great doctor had entered. 

If Gabrielli looked benevolent abroad, he had 
an even more benign aspect at home. 

Io was difficult to credit Janet's hints of his 
character in sight of his fatherly smile. 

Douglas opened the conversation {n Italian ; 
ther, finding the doctor was an able , 

to continue ft la Eogifsh, leet his father 
would gather its purport, and take alarm. He 
said, briefly, the old gentleman was just eccentric 
enough to ba a trouble, and be should be glad te 
have him safely housed. 

Then came a haggling about terms, the Signor 
demanding just double the lowest eum he meant 
to take, and having to come down gradually. 

Then the affectionate son desired 4 day or two 
to think over matters, and asked to see the es- 
tablishment and the officials, and to learn the 
general routine and rules, 

Gabriellf was all arbanity. His keepers were 
of excellent character, he declared, and noted for 
thelr even temper and conciliatory bearing to- 
wards their affilcted charges. 

They were mostly Italians. There was only 
one Englishwoman, and she was under notice to 
a i was entirely her own doing. She 
suited him admirably ; but the monotony of the 
place tried her spirits. She had been there but 
a short time—only six months, She was an 
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She was presented to the Spanish gentleman 
in due form—a patient, eweet-faced woman of 
five or slx-and-twenty, with a quiet alr of com- 
mand, yet strap gentle In voice and gesture. 

She abood at Ina Fortescue’s aide, and Douglas, 
ee — paseye <P pst 
Italian particulars of that young lady’s case, 

The Signor shook his head. 

“A sad story. An English girl of rank and 
fortune. Care quite hopeless. Her delusion is 
that she had a lover, from whom she was 
separated against her wish.” 

Poor Randolph’s heart yearned towards her. 

She never ralsed her eyes as he passed. Oh! 
how it hurt him that he was forced to leave her 


there | 
“Well!” 
The two tore were alone at their 
hotel, the door of their aitting-room locked for 
caution sake, 
Douglas spoke impatiently, 


“Ip will do,” sald Gee, slowly. “‘ That woman, 
Mrs, Temple, suspecte something ; I saw {0 in 
her face. She may be leaving for the reason 
the Signor alleges, but she knows some of the 


" But what shall I say 1” 

Gee had no mean ip nee. He took up 

a pep, and dashed off a few yor 

“The lover whose fiancée ia detained In Signor 

Gebrielli’s keeping that others may possess her 

fortane implores Mrr. Temple to allow him a 

pt oy oyna ok goes Geen 
ty a -countryman great 

she will make an appointment. Secrecy and 
T ae hla Si G 
he patients’ at Signor Ga- 

brielli’s might be under strict survelllance, but 


, 
lates oh os rac a mag = § Melville, 
ao ' ° 
on Banday. Call there ab three, and I will see 
you. Anyone will tell you his house.” 
“Melville i"’ and Randolph started. “ Why, 
we were at college together. What could have 
brought him here!” 


PP pwc we Te It was, pe vee Be 
oo riend, w was spending some 

in Italy on account of his wife’s health. He re- 
cefved Randolph warmly, and Mstened eagerly to 


creatures Iknow Hilda. 
well ; she wae at with my wife. Taough 
there were years between them Eva never for- 
gets the protecting kindness shown her by the 
‘big girl’ when she was a tiny child, It fe 
quite true Mrs. Temple was in urgent need of 
money, or she would never have gone to Gabrielli. 
Her buchena Yo better of aon In fact, the 
secret Is safe with you. He owed a sum of 
money, and was in fear of arrest here in Naples ; 
he ts rather idle, and was In debt on all bands, 
@ibrielli, who knows a true woman when he 
sees one, had an idea Hilda would be invaluable 
to him, and advanced the sum required to free 
, on consideration of his wife's services 
for six months. We were away ab the time, or 
I need not say she should never have so sacri- 
ficed herself. Sera: © gem, faew ene, 
but nob equal to his wife. fs a gem of 
first Inatre, and f she helps you your conse te 


confidence in her; bat when he spoke of Ina 
Fortescue her face grew pale, 

“She fe as sang ae you or I!” esid Mre. 
Temple, sadly, ‘and she is just eating her heart 


away. 
“She muct be free }” 
"I doubt if ashe would welcome freedom. 
Oh! Mr, Dougiae, they have deceived her 
cruelly. They declare her mother died mad, and 
that sooner or later she must inherit the malady. 
Do you know they have so worked on her 
anew the poor child em ha vs her 
prisonment ae a blessing, since it frees you 
from your troth 1” , 

“ My life le worthless to me without her!” 
sald Mr. Douglas, “I believe, myself, the whole 
story about the mother fs a fraud invented by 
her father for his own ends, Mre, Temple, only 
help me to free my darling, and I will bless you 
all ag ove ad 

looked thoughtful, 

“Do you know no escepe from Gabrielli’s has 
ever been euccessfu!, The risk Is terrible }” 

"T need not tell yon money 1s no object!” 

“Money would be of no avail on any of the 
_we mune I myself Be connive “ her leav- 

4 couse. e possess pass-keye ; bub 
then, what next? There are eples all around !" 

Mrs, Melville, who had listened with breath- 
leas interest, interposed, 

*' Will and I are golng on @ cruise In our yacht 
next week. Hilda, it seems a wild Idee, but if 
you could but conceal Miss Fortesoue’s fiight for 
an hour all might be well. You know Iv is only 
two miles from Gabrielil’s to the coast. 

A boat conld be there waiting to take her to 
the yacht, We would set sail with all speed, 
and surely pursuit would be evaded | "' 

Hilda Temple looked thoughtfn!. 

“The risk la terrible!’ she whispered. “I 
bave seen one attempted fugitive brought back 
triumphantly to Gabrielll’s. Eva, I think it 
would kill me to see another |” 

“Why should it fall?” protested Eva. ‘‘A 
poor creatare, tru to thelr own powers, 
might fali; bat, remember, I should be walting 
in a carriage close to the garden gates, and we 
would drive ab once bo the boat; and once on 
board the yacht do you think we would give her 
pa bg Naerchas I would be torn In pleces 

) 

Hilda Temple looked thoughtful. 

** You must write to Gabrielli, air!” she said 
to Douglas, “arranging for your father to be- 
come an inmate of his establishment, Fix an 
hour for him to mest you at your hotel to settle 
the last detafls, Ab that very hour have a car- 
pa stage ag near a8 you can spproach to the 

without attracting notice. Arrange with 

to walt for you at the creek, and to 
haste to the yacht. I ehall nod rake 
until I think you have gained fb, I 
send messengers to Naples to the 
ho will be waliing at the hotel, furious 
elay, Of course there {fs a certain rick, 


< 


if 


suspiciow fall on you, madem }” 

Tite Guties WAt be neadinally eter, o I hepe 
eveenehh-<4 tanting don te co nt 
Vy leaving Ina such & 
can assure you the idea of parting from her has 
been the one dark spot in my biisafal hopes of 

returning to at 

Money is useful in spite of the way some people 
try to sooff at ite powers. The Melvilles were 
very rich, and thelr pleasure-yacht was @ first- 
class vessel, quite capable of sailing round the 
world had such a feat been a 
had talked of a croise for days, so was 
se extraordinary in their starting rather 
Then Sitior Alvarez paid his bill in full, and 
then repaired to his friend’s honse with his 
father. Two hoars In retirement quite abolished 
the two Spanfards, and left In thelr stead 





Hilda Temple, who anderstood how the poor 
giri's tenderness for her lover had been worked 
on, told Ina nothing but that she could nob bear 
to leave her at Gabrielli’s, and so somo tiled 
friends of her own had offered to take her ‘to 
Eogland with them, and restore her to Mrs. 
Cameron’s protection. 

Ina thanked her with tearful eyes. 

** Bat Randolpb,’ she whispered, ‘‘think of 
him. He will never belfeve the doom that 
threatens me, and so my freedom wil! wreck Mis 
life.” 

“Mrs, Oameron fs his own cousin,” said Hilda, 
soothingly. ‘‘ She wili know how to take cara of 
you; and yet not draw him into any marriage 
that would hurt him,” 

Oh | the agony of Randolph’s suspense Oh! 
how he atrained hie eyes acrose the water to 
catch the first sight of the boas which would 
bring the Melvilles to the yacht, Ob! the 
rapbore with which he saw his girlish love 
sitting in the etern, her hand locked in Mra, 
Meivilie’s | . 

He remembered Mrs, Teraple’s warning that 
he must nod appear to her too enddenly ; and 
so, though every fibre of his hearth yearned 
towards her, he went below, and waited wiih 
invense anxlesy until Will came to him in Kis 
eabin with the newe that the wind waa favour- 
able, aud the sails were epread, and al! done to 
ensure thelr speedy passage. 

** She is terribly upset,” oad the young clergy- 
man, simply. ‘'I have lef Eva to soothe her; 
but, Douglas, take courage, 1 have seen plenty 
of people mentally sfflicted, and Iam sure that 
girl fs os eane I am.” 

It was the sixth day after her escape before 
Ina was well evough to come om deck, It had 
heen deemed best to take a roundabout conme 
#0 aa to elude purenie tf the Signor discovered 
who had abducted bis prisoner, so thad they 
bad actually on no further than the French 
coast when Ina, a falnt colour in her thin 
cheeks, came towards Randolpb on Mrs. Melville's 
arm, 

{Continued on page 184.) 








HAD WE NEVER LOVED 80 BLINDLY 
—:0:— 
_OHAPTER X, 


“ Wat's the matter, Jenny?” asked Eaully, 
with sisteriy Interest, “the nexb day, ao she 
pulled out the frilis of the pluk drese preparatory 
to putting it in secluelon til] the next plece of 
Afesipation turasd up, “Have you gota head- 
sobe * or are you only moaning because fh fp al 
over?" 

“I'm not moantog,” pettishly, as she ludulged 
fn # good stretch, ‘only I badn’b an 
Winder to filrt with me last night, and to come 
to tennis to-day.” 

" He is coming, so you will have him as much 
as I shal),” smoothing « specially crampled plece 
between the palms of her two bands, 

“Shall 1!” soornfally. ‘I think he graciously 
gave me two dances, but he was talking to you 
the whele day. Not that 1 wanted him, though, 
for he’s grown an insofferable prig.” 

Eally's colour heightened, bud she saw that 
her eleter was {0 a ruffi-d state of mind, ao she 
suppressed her anger to order to avoid a quarrel ; 
and {¢ was something, after all, to think tha 
Mr. Winder’s attentions had been so marked az 
to call forth Jenny's evident envy. 

"Then why de you object?” she sald, quietly. 

“TY never said I did, but—but’’—getting very 
red, and spesking excitediy—‘' Frank never 
danced with ms once, and used to like ms 
better than anyone else tili Fiora came,” 

“I don’t think he ever singled you out espe- 
clally,’’ with sisterly impartiality, ‘ We were 
all children, and we played together at echool- 
feaste and thas sort ® 

“ He always canght me when he was blinded,” 
with a lump in her throat, and a eurplicfous red- 











ness in her eyes, 
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© Yes, because you took care to run up against 
him. I remember Alice teasing you.about {0,” 

© We all did, so you needn’) put fb upon me. 
He was always the nicest boy ab any party, and 
he was bigger than most of them, eo that he 
could reach thé things off Caristuas trees.” 

“Bat yesterday he was very nics to you; he 
pons dowa to the tents with you, and— 
an stalin 2 

“Aud that wasall! He gave me up at once 
beaaues Fiora came, It really is too bad. Do 
you think it {s because she {fs paler than I am? 
I know my cheeks get dreadfally red when I'm 
hot. Next time I'll drink a lot of vinegar be- 
OE er laughing. 

ly buret out A 

“And feel so bad that you won’s be able to go 
at all Jenny, how cau you be so ridiculous! 
And as¢o Frank, one would really think you had 
béen engeged, and he had jilted you.” 

"' Bas he did like me, I know he dfd," looking 
drearily out of the window. 

And so he does still; bat I don’t suppose 
he will ever make you Mrs, Rivers, A boy of 
that age fails in love a hundred times before he 
septles down, not that he was ever in love with 

” ghe added, conecientiously, for she really 

ought her slster was going too far, ‘Jas 

idok at me; I've emoothed out all the crumples, 
aud folded up my dress.” 

“TI shouldn't have cared ff I had had any- 
body eles,” in s low yolce, getting red to the 
tips of her ears, 

*' Bat you danced ever so many times—I don’s 
know what more you wanted,” 

“ Yes, I danced enough. It would have been 
Greadfal if I had sat down, bat you don’t see 
what i mean,” -healtating, and looking down, 
‘‘ Nobody carved about me, nobody to Airt 
with ms,” 

"I hope you wouldn’t have flirted with any- 
due if they had," looking shocked aw she tidied 
up a drawer, “ Mamma always eeld firtiog was 
only &¢ for garrison hacks.” 

**Of course [ wouldo’s,” she answered, with 
readiness, for temptation seems slways eo easy 
ta reslet to those who have never been tried, 
“bas I should have liked somebody to wish to 
Ga ft.” ‘ 

“Lacky nobody did, Fiora gests on very 
well without,’ taking up a pair of gloves, and 
—_— at the fingers, which were slightly 
80 ie 

“You think sof Edward Johnson eafd that 
men never ran after « girl whe doesn’t." 

“Shows how Hstle be knows about it. With 
fast girls men need only arand stfll—the girls do 
the running. Now do get up from that chair, and 
pus eway your things.” 

Jenny rose with a sigh. 

“Should you bo very sorry if Fiora were to 
marry” 

*O! course not,” openiog her eyes. ‘It 
= be # capital thing for her, if the man were 
rich.” 

"Bat should you Ike it?” persisted Jenny, 
ite you like [t from your own point of 
lew?” 


“T don’t know, I should mies her." 

“Why, if Eiger Winder bad only admired 
a were golog away, you would jump 

ox joy 

* Bat he doesn't,” anid Eaafly, laconically ; and 
ehe fell to thinking over many little things which 
he had sald the night before—touching speeches 
which sounded very well in the mooalight, but 
eremed! quite odd in the daytime, 

Was lt only & pretty way of putting things, or 
id he mean auythiog serious! Her heart was 
quite in s flatter, and she stole # giance at the 
eiger-lily,- which, though faded to the resem- 
dlanca of a mp rag, was carofally placed fo a 
ped vase, ge 

‘What do you keep that thing for!” asked 
Jenny, uney wpavhetically, “* You can’t pretend 
thet {0's alive.” 

“T oever eald it was; but {t.may revive, I’ve 
known hot water todo wonders,”’ 

* You might ae well try to revive a mummy.” 

No answer. 

"Do you think Flora will marry Frank ;” as 


she set about smoothing her dreas in a lackadais!- 


cal manner. 

Very . I don’t thick Lady Rivers 
would object, the Trevanions are a good old 
stock ; but she fa so desperately fond of Eastace 
that she can’t care for anyone else at present. 
You see,Frank will goto India, and she won't 
stay bere for ever, and everything may be changed 
by the time he comes back.” : 

“Tm sure I don't know why {t fe that I’m not 
fonder of her,” said Jenny, thoughtfully. ‘ She 

{3 very good-natured, and never minds how much 
| trouble she takes to make me look nice.” 

“You are jealous of her—that’s {t,” decided 
her sister promptly. ‘Andso am I. It fs not 
pleasant to go about withsomebody whom every- 
one pute before us.” 

‘© You can’s say that of yesterday,” interrupted 
the other, eagerly. ‘ Lam sure, to jadge by Sir 
Basil's manner, we might have been the most 
important people there ; and it wasn’t on Fiora’s 
account,” with a triumphant nod of her fazzy 
head, “ for he never danced with her once!” 

“ He didn's dance with avyone,; Edgar asked 
me if he had a wooden leg.” 3 

‘A wooden leg!” {9 supremesb scorn. 
“Neither. a wooden log nor a wooden head, Toad 
is lefs for Mr, Winder bimeeif.” 

" Bark, what's that?’ as the sound of ‘horses’ 
hoofs was heard on the gravel, 

Oat went Jenny's head, 

‘'A groom from the Abbey! Oh, lab us run 
down and see what it is!’ excitedly. 

Ivproved to be & note from Sir Basil Fane 
asking if the young ladies would adjourn their 
lawn-tennls to Greylande, sud bring any friends 
with thera whom they wished to have. Mr, Tre- 
vanion seemed none the worse for bia last night's. 
exertions, only rather dens up, and requiring the 
tonic of his slster’s presence. 

The girle were delighted, but, to their great 
surprise, Mrs. Willoughby looked doubtfal. 

“T really don's know what to do, I musb 
consult your father.'’ 

“But what objection could there be!” cried 
Eally, opening her eyes. ‘' The ground at the 
Abbey is mach better than ours, and we could 
leave @ meseage at the Rectory as we go up.’ 

“Oh, movheri do let us go,” and Jenny, 
clasped her bands. 

**T will ask your father,” sald Mrs. Willoughby, 
bustling off towards the library with the letter in 
ber hand. 

After # few minutes she came back again, 
looking’ discoucerted. 

‘* How tlresome! Your father’s out.” 

" Never mind ; here’s a pen and some paper. 
Sit down.here,” putting a chair in. front. of the 
writing- table and openiag a blotting-book. 

* Bat, Emily, don’t hurry me. I don’t know 
what to-say,” sitting down as ehe was bid, 
‘bud mot teking up the pen, ‘After finding 
Fiora all alone to him yesterday, I don’t 
think meet him again to-day. It 

his head.” 


would rather stay at 


seat and fog out of the room. 

Fiora Trevanion was sitting in the cosy little 
room, which was her own and her brother's 
private den, The window, framed {pn tralld of 
white clematis, looked on to the garden, and her 
eyes had roamed from Schiller’s ‘ Wallenstein” 
on her knee to the lovely world of nature outside, 
Mrs, Willoughby ecavtered a pleasant castle ia 
the alr as she opened the door. 

‘ST came to tell you, my dear,” she began, 
healtatingly, ‘“‘that Sir Basil has asked my 
girls and yourself to play lawn-tentile at the 


Abbey.” 
esy anything of Eustace!” 


**Did he 
eagerly. 

"Yes, Eustace sent his lova, and was none 
the worse. Now, don't you think, my dear,”— 
‘gesting very red, and looking anywhere but at 
the eweet face opposite to her—"' that—that, ag 
your brother dosen't need you———”’ 





The colour rushed {nto the girl's cheeks. 


“Vd go and ask her,” gotting up from her | 


“ Vd much rather not go," she sald, quickly. 

“ T was sure of it,” sald Mra, Willoughby, tn 
a tone of such relief that it wae evident she had 
mot been sure ab all, ‘“I—I daresay you are 
tired 1” 

“Give Eastace my love, and tell him to 
come omthen 4 a soto ee 3” then _ 
opened her egal, guardian's wife 
ee eee One er ae 7, plump 
ace. 


CHAPTER XI, 


He took his place in the one-horse landau 
whilst Alice Winder, a prim-looking girl in a 
white cotton dress, and a brown straw hat,watched 


Ha ae 
Egre.* 


i 
a 
“8 


oteits 
ATE 
oer 


amongst whom Emily soon . 
Fane, whom somebody had’ pointed ‘out to her 
the eventing before, paathig Ls 

Sir Basil went up to him and evidently asked 
‘him to play tennlé, but witha shrug of ‘his 
shoulders he begged to be excused, after ond 
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glance at the rosy-faced Miss Willoughbys. 
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**T thought you aaid you would?” sald Sir 
Basil, irritably. 

“ If the fair Flora had been here I might ; but 
a3 she isn’c I’m going fishing.” 

Sir Basil turned away with a frown, and Jenny, 
catching his eye, wished devoutly that they had 
never come, a 

Tas game was made up, Mr, Philip i 
sloped off with @ cigar between his lips and 
rod in hls hand ; the two elderly ladies chatted 
pencil ae oo & seat placed under the 
walout-tree ; and the other men who did nod car 
to play threw themselves down on the } 
claiming thelr fatention 60 criticlse, but really, 


men in the Country generally do, sinking into] 


talk about horses, 

Sir Basil leant against the balastrade of the 
terrace, apparently deep fn th t, whilet Jenny 
watched him from @ distance tL.anstous eyes, 









If hewould only give her one crumb of attention 
how thankfal she bed, ee, 

She put herself ig her prettler attitude, and 
paged With all the skill shé coiild manage, and 
b page f finding omt sfcor a supreme 
effort that he had di hese 
to ‘ a 9 eo ‘< ; > tee 

lowed she would have 
fow : we 4? = « Stef 
nob the by pls Z niet? eve 
by 3," oy 

; cheaséd ; "bab not 
Ne aa IG" AUR Aan ae 


*, 


“ What e 
rushing Into hfs Yair fade. “That's jaet 
them, They’reallacjealousavcatst"” | 

“I don’s think jealoucy cati have anythicg to 
do with ft. They said she a tieadache.”” 

‘‘That’s a thing Flo never har,” seit it were a’ 
crime that she had been accused of. “Old 
Willoughby couldn’t have been at home—he 
won't stand any of their nonsense. It fs a shame, 
Oh! if I had a palr of decens legs wouldn’t I 
just go down ond fetch her |” 

Sir Basil safled, 

“ What do you say to my taking you out fora 
drive and ploking ap your sister, if she will allow 


land 

n 1” His Yate Ughting ap. “ What 
@ sell it be for the dld ‘women !” 
“De, you think Mise ‘Trévinlon would 





28 


for ‘ypu t” his own eagerness “under ait 
ee of ag? 
*Do me all good tn the world,” beginning 


tifally. ‘You'll find me fm the hall when you are 
stars.” 


to 
be ha ; 

‘The solicttor’s wite he was too kind, he 
Sa es 0 the was afraid 
a the boy, abd Mv, was tach a charm. 
Se re ee ee 
“Ten he went away without taking the trouble 
to tmpart hia inten’ to any of the Joupgers 
pe ; . 
not vibe ab She tpeits the trot Of 

to rahe trat a 
though Vaid wok Bike to be lefebebind, 

She wanted to ses her brother, whom she missed 
y every Hbtir ofthe day. Life seemed 
without him, and houee deplor- 

a : she shrank from another meeting 
with Sir Basil after the jook that came on his 
face when she refased his rose; and she decided 
that she must "give" Up “Rustées Tot a fow days 
rather than seek him out at the Abbey. But to 
ee eee oe 
anyone imagine who @id not know the 
close bond that bound the two together ; and jt 







was with a heavy sigh that she took up a book 
and sauntered ont into the garden to read it. 
There was not much sympathy between herself 
and the Willoughbys, bat it made her feel lonely 
to know that they were all out of the house, and 
there waa not a chance of hearing o laugh or the 
sound of a voice till the solicitor came back from 
Hardchester, and seven o'clock sent the others 


| hurrytn home from the Abbey, 


"The house was castellated, with large bow 
dows to the dining end drawing rooms, a 






that loo » the lych gate of a church, 
Gloire de Ge climbing all over ft, and a 
t 4 all sides, 
There waa era atraigha and 
tall against the bie of the lawn, 


' on offe « 
and a clump ab rag Ae of the honse, close 


againat the hedge which divided the garden from 
Thiz was rather a favourite nook of the brother 


| and alater’s, and Flora deposited herself oa. 
rocking: 


“chair, determined to forget she wor 
whilst thinking ahe was by the world forgot. 
She had on a-simaple black-and-white striped 
cotton dress, and ‘ies sgl ae D 

= eek. “t 










Abe. 
at ‘back eu fed. to view 
two haw - ach ilk stock- 
t he. Was DO One 
but the ‘o et, Who cams and 
him , by her side, as ber 


sand OE GOA pis Ws Reseng of Ws prom 

; ua ° e gate, a 

tall. ty ait of brown appeared in the 

Boag 6 Of the ‘wah on the ochre-coloured 

‘Ponto lifted up hia heed and gave a sonctous 

bark, which attracted Mr. Frank Rivers’s 

attention to the corner. Off went his hatasa 
gleam of satisfaction lit up bis face. 

" Anybody at home, Miss Trevanion ?” striding 
over the close-shaven gras. 

“Not a soul, Mr. Rivers,’ with a demure 

about her lips. : 

hed 

before 

“ioe 


et whi in my ‘away. Ma 
au on grass by Ponto’s 
he aeked for’ could be refased, 


CBAPTER XII. 
“You really mustn’s aad 
-suxlously, with' a look nan 4 6° san-biinded 


eyebrows, but retaining position. “I'm 
posfth Gone for... Left my horses at the 
"Wao ;’ aud walked through cart-loads 
of dust here, 


" About the eighth of a mile! You must be 


" Don’t ‘ab me. I'm sot a Hercules! 
None of our’ demean themselves 60 far as 
to have a constitetion.” 


wh Fae that mean—that you are oe 
7 ‘eyes resting apprecia on 
Wellahapedtawcalar Ke aa comparing them 
bor 


brother's, - , 
**To means that ff anything comes upon as— 


fever or we go out like & candle, 

without any toe anyone. Touching, isn'p 

teh ‘nink how soon yon may lose met" = 
mfortable 


pe 
: 
ie 
: 





t talk like that,” taking off her hat, 


2 
—] 
‘8 


and pushing back a auaay plese of balr which 
had fallen across ker faca. His eyes watched tha 
amall white hand, the sholl-iike pink coming and 
going on the softness of her cheek, and his ips 
broadened into a smile as he saw che colour 
deepening under the intensevess of hia gaze. 
“Why should you be a burden to my mind } 
I’m not your mother,” laughing a Hotile, '‘ nor 
your afster, and you'll bs in India, whilet I shall 
be here,” 

*‘ Ah! but I mean to stick to you like a burr, 
A barr is the right simile for an old friend like 
me, for I mean to etick to you, whether you like 
it or not. There!” and his eyes looked almost 
fierce in the strength of his firm resolve, 

Fiora bent down, and laid her haud on Ponto’s 
shaggy head. 

** Barres are always thrown away,” shes sald, 

tilschievoyaly. 
“Then I won't be a burr. Is there anything 
Ta nature which can’t be thrown away, because 
I'll ba that thing?” his voice vibrating, though 
he was supposed to be only chaffing. 

" A bath-bun fa sticky,” a twiokie {a her-eye. 

“There fa a difference batween sticky and 
sticking. I wouldu’t be sticky for the world,’ 
with solemn gravity. 

" Glad to hear ft, for your friend's aake,” 

He raised himself on his elbow, and the laughter 
went out of hie face, 

** Before I go, I want you-—” 

“Hash } ho's coming?’ as she looked 
towards the gate with starcled eyes, and saw & 
cartiege which she did not recognise drive up, 

Frank's face lengtheved considerably, then 
he muttered, “I’d better slope,” and sulting 
the action to his words scrambled to his feet, 
and was off before a footman fm # purple and 
gold livery had had time to throw the gate 


open. 

Flora looked after him, wondering at his quick 
retreat, and only turned her head in time to sea 
Sir Basil Fane a few paces from her, 

Site started up with a wild wish to fly, bub as 
that was impossible she stood quite still with 
parted lips, He noted that there was no wel- 
come either in word or attitude, and the smile 
left his lips, whilst his eyes grew grave, almost 
stern. He took of his hat, aud bowed low, as if 
abe had been a princess, 

“Your brother fafa the carriage, and wishes 
to speak to you.” 

How her face changed in sn tastant | 

{' Oh} how good of you to briog him!” and 
the next moment she had run to the landau, and 
selzsd Kustace’s hand fa both her own, whilet 
her swoot face flashed: with 

‘Yow are none: the worse, dear!” anxiously, 
her eyes fixed earnestly on als smiling face. 
“You haven't a headache, or anything else!” 
vague, but comprehensive, 

‘Mach you cared when you. wouldn't come to 
see after me, even. when Fane asked you!” 

Her face grew rosy red, aud Sir Basi), noting 
the blosh, grew happier, 

Might not her seeming 
himassit, “' be nothing but abyuess1”’ 

"Ib was very kind of " ghe sald, shyly, 
asif to prove his thought was, true; “bat I 
thought, tha. is to asy Mrs, Willoughby 


ne Cait“ “Pea “i , 
“She sald you hed 9 b G-' lookin 
straigh! {nto boc ee, and 80,8 drive # 
do you good, Will you honour ua,so far }” 


Fiora recolled as {ft frightened, and the pink 
in her cheeks grew crimson, .., 

"TI don't know. I bad better not—but thank 
you ever so much.” ' : 

“T take no refmwal,” said Sir Basil, firmly. 
“Your brother wants you, and commonsense 
says there {s no reaton against fs. Would you 
mind taking your place by his side?" . 

She hesitaved—some inatinct telling her that 
she had better not, In splte of Kastace’s eager 


remonstrances, 
“T don't Know what Mre. Willougtby would 
5 Wd lashes Group’ 


beard!” Your brother wanta you, and so ao 


TL "You can’t reéfasd us both T” holding the dor 


open. 
His manner was so imperious that It geve her 





courage to realst, because {) roused her resenté 
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“YOU REALLY MUSTN'T STAY!” SAID FLORA, ANXIOUSLY. 


She drew ap her neck slightly, and sald 


be added, significantly, Choose.” 

“Flora, bow can you!" exclaimed Eustace, 
horrified at what be considered her fisgrant rude- 
nese to his friend. ‘ 

She shook her head, and drew back towards 
the gate, but at that critical moment Mr. Wil- 
jong ee en eee 
greetings, had matter explained tc him by bis 
wrathfal ward. 


“Phe ides of saying she can’t come because 
illoughby wouldn't like it}"’ 
Kastace wound up, angrily, 

"My dear child, my wife would be delighted,” 
laying bie hand kindly on her shoulder, and 
taking {t for granted that she wae longing to go. 
* God in, and don'’s keep them waiting.” 

*T’ve no gloves,” looking down at ber small 
haade, 


“I can’t offer to fetch them,” said Sir Basil, 
with a smile; “but i'm quite willing to wait 
whilet you geb them for yourself,” 

She flew off to the house, roshed upetairs, 
cought up her gloves, and ran dewn again. 

Ratha — have =, look at the 
glass }” sald, in pretended surprise, os he 
held ont his hand to help her in. 

“Why! Am I dreadfully untidy!” in 
alarm, 

“Not a bit; bub you were so gulch, Good- 

ie, Mr. by. Your wife and daughters 

at the Abbey: I suppose we’ can’t induce 
te join them }” 
an order te the footman, and he leant 
{n the carriage—as the eager horses started 
——well content now that he was sitting 


pperite to the only face in Hampshire which | ing 


8 
seemed to make it worth his while to live, 

And Flora, with all her doubta cast aside, felt 
perfectly happy as she sat by her brother's side, 





surreptitiously his hand In hers whilst 
—— to Sir -_ 

was telling something about a poor 
cripple who was cured in a wonderful manner by 
a new doetor, and she wae so Interested on Eus- 
tace’s account that she never saw who was 


corner } 

©} wasn’t alone,” she answered, ‘ without 
thinking, simply because she did not wish tu 
allow Low much she was enjoying it. 

"Not alone? I thought you were. I only 
saw @ dog,” 

“J saw Rivers at ‘The Whoateheaf,’” ex- 
claimed Eustace, suddenly. “ Now, Mise Pro- 
priety, I declare you are a humbug! Which 
waa worse, to take a drive with your brother 
and a friend-——"’ 

“Depends upon tae friend,” she interrupted, 
harrlediy. 

“J sasure you ‘the friend’ would never have 
invited you if he had known that he was {x- 
tg an assignation,” from Sir Basil, 
sh . 

" is waa not an asaignation,” her cheeks grow- 
erlmeon. 


“I beg your pardon, bat"I thoughd young 
ladies did nob receive when thelr chaperons were 
ou,” 





“Of course not. I was 
only came In for two miantes as you 
couldn’t stop him any more than you!” 
eyes flashing resentfully. 

"I will not trouble you 

* Fioral” in a tone of 


Inge stopped, and 

gested to Flora that they 

in order to look at a beautiful view 
distant Solent, She obeyed at once, feeling con- 
trite and unhappy. 

They walked side by side withews a word sil 
they were out of sight se well as earshot, then 
atee oued 90. ey, ane one, ee 

“ Iam afraid I was rade. you forgive 
me }’ 

“Nob rude exectly,” with a strange huskiness 
in his yolce, “ only you've broken your werd.” 

“How?” looking up at him in 
whilet he etood still and looked down fnte her 
eyes, his own wistful and very sad. 

"How long is it stuce you promised te do 
everything that I asked yon? And now your 
only wish seems to be never te do it, except 
under compulsion |” 

She hung her head i= utter self-humiliation, 
consclous of nothing bvt her own shamefal want 

tude, 


© Froxgive me, please!” she 
whole heart in her voice, as she ! 
sleeve, 
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DS, WARBURTON BANG THE BERLE, AND THE PAGE BOWED OUT THE UNWSELOCOME VISITOR. 


CAN YOU BLAME HER? 


—0i— 


OHAPTER JX. 
Nan was dead! 
The bitter loss came home to Hyacinth Carlyle 
with double force. She had loved her chili 
» and she had looked to this living 
between them to reconcile her to her hus- 
band; now their babs was only a name, a 
memory, and Sir John told her, as plainly as 
words could speak, henceforth they were bo be as 
She knew him well, his ferce, unswerving wil) 
hie fierce, jealous temperament. In Hyactnth’s 
heart was the terrible certainty he meant every 
word he sald. 





*““We have made a bitter mistake,” he said, 
iy 5 otis sob artere tein 2 sate wie ald 
not me. You were guilty of deceiving ms ; 
we were both wrong.” 

“ And you cannot overlook ft; you will not 
on begin afresh, with no secrets between 
as 


“I conld never trust you again |” 

She did nob try to move him, she only sald, 

“Then Proms go away.” 

“There is no occasion for such a step, You 
can remain here if. — provide liberally for 
your keeping up ims in Its present state, 
and-—— 


"*T could nob do ft, I should eat my heart 
away ; the loneliness would kill me!” 

“I never meant you to be alone, I shonld 
engage a sultable person as companion and 


chaperon, 

*'T should hate her |” 

“Why ?” 

"She would be a epy,” 

“If php tidy cope to need fear no spies ; 
besides, ahe might be a friend, I have no desire 
to make you miserable, Of course, I should 
select no one you objected te.” 

For the first time in the interview a faint ray 
of lighted up Hyacioth’s beauttful face. 

0 la my old governess, Miss Johnson,” 
grt ps) pox fi “‘lep me go to her.” 

“Iw prefer she came to you.” 

“She could not, she fs at Ventnor. John,.it 
poe’ me from you I would rather live with 
Johnson than anyone in the world!” 

“Will you give me her address? Hyacinth, 
I wish we had never met. I wish, from the 
bottom of my heart, I bad accepted your first 
es proposals, and left you free,” 





at bis dead child, one glance at bis living wifo, 
and then he lef} the room, 

Freda Armitage came and took the desolate 
girl fo her arms. She tried by.svery tender will 
to soften the anguish at Hyacinth’s heart, bub f 
was tn valu, What cou'd a friend do for sorrow 
such as hers ? eee 

Sir John Carlyle wend down to Yentnor the 
next day, and drove straight to the pretty ville 
where Miss Johnson was etaytng. 

He was shown into a sme!! dining-room, and in 
a few minutes the spinster jolned him, * 

“This fe an unexpected pleasure, Sir John | 
I hope | Lady Hyacinth fs progressing to re- 


covery. 

* She is better.” 

Bat his manner was so constrained, the old 
maid felt there was more to come ; she felt Sir 
John had not travelled all those miles withont 
some special reascns, 

“You witnessed our courtship, madam," said 
the Baronet, gravely ; "I think you wil! admit I 
loved my wife?” 

* You loved her passionately | ” 

“ Aud T have lost her |” 

"Not dead!” murmured Miss Johnson, from 
her tears. ‘Oh! Sir John! don’t tell me that 
bright, beautifal creature is dead |” hooting = 
her sgitation his first words had declared his 
wife “ better.” 

“I almost wish Ib were so!” rejoined her 
visitor. “I could easier have borne to lay my wife 
down benesth the grass and daisies to wale in 

peace and honour for the resurrection morn thax 
"to know about her what I know now !"’ 

White to her very lips was the spinster, 

** She has told you ?”’ 

“T have found it out. I see from your manner 
you are in her confidence,” 

Miss Johnson shook her head. 
ph never in her confidence unéll {hb was too 
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Mvtle, but I did it willingly. Ouly efser her .eu- 
gagement to you did I {nherls a comfortabie fa- 
dependence ; had I only had the means I would 
have offered her a home before.” 

“You admit, then, she married me for 6 
home t’’ 

“T admit she was efcald to tell you the trath, 
leat she should be turned homeless op the 
world,” 

“The truth! I begin to wonder if there ls 
any trath in woman. Did you ever see my rival 
—my wife's lover 1” jee 

A strange way of wording ft, thought Miss 
Johnson, but doubtless he could not bring himeelf 
to speak of the dead man as Hyacinth’s hus- 
band. 

“Never! I only heard of the connection 
when the news came of his death, If you will 
believe me I had never heard his name.” 

‘Dead !” exclaimed Sir John. “ When did 
he die?” 

Stine Witte Lng Eipeclauby Pp very-dng whan 
moeering Li ya very day w 
you propoved for Ther.” 

It waeall growing clear to Sir Johm. Oaly | 

moved his wife to 


“Levobe.iv mpuslt,” explatoad, Mat Johnson, 
'Waat couldido! Tas child, as I belfsved,. 
was dying ; It seemed to me sgelnst every 


of Heaven and man that his mo j 4 your 
ay.” : ed 


aw : Sal's 
“The child!” almoat gi Jan, 


*'T thought you knew it,” ge 


“I bad misunderstood—the ehla—born, tr} 


suppose, after my engagement?” , 

“Born daring Hyacinth’s abe York 
shire, Sir John, what could I do bat keep her 
secrets They were cruel people, the Earl and 
Countess ; what would they have madé her life 
ike had they kuown of the helpless baby de- 
pending upon her?” 

Quick as thought Sir John remembsred their 
messing with the doctor from Whitby, and his 
wife's agitation ; quick as thought he recollected 
that Hyacinth never willingly spoke of York- 
ahire, that she esemed to have the strongest ob- 
jection to talk of her sojourn there, 

He had come to Ventnor f & llving rival; 
the news he had learned to him even 
worse. He was a proud man, and the shadow 
on his wife's past was agony to him, ~ 

“I implored Hyacinth ‘to tell you all,’ con- 
tinued Mies Johnson; ‘it ssemed to me you 
ioved her, so you must pardon an érror of the 
past. She had suffered so, had gone 
cook sorrow, I thought you must forgive 


“T wish she bad told me.” 

* She was afraid, She was in delicate health, 
her nerves had been terribly shaken. Your en- 
g@*gement was a very brief one, and she never 
colieoved her courage to make confession until 
ib was too late.” 

“ And the child t” 

**By that time I had fnherlted a ibtle com- 
petency from my uncis, The child Ives with 
me. Lloved him first for his mother’s sake ; 
latterly for his own. I thiok {t would break 
my heart to part from him.” 

Sir John paced up and down the room. 

‘*My wife obeyed .your summons, I came 
homes and found her absent, The servants be- 
Heved her 1 in bed when she was in London. 
Her whole life since our marriage has been one 
living He, but I have found her out at last.” 

** And, in spite of the pain you feel, I think 
it is for the beat,” sald Miss Johnson, frankly. 
“*Thfok of the life my poor child bas led these 
fifteen months. She has been as though with a 
drawn sword suspended over her head. At least 
now she will have peace, She knows the worat,” 

“She never cared for me,” sald Sir John, 
“Of course, I shall provide for her liberally, 
and the ‘worst’ will not be so very bad.” 

as - cannot mean that you will send her 
away?" 

“T mean that I will never, willingly look upon 
her face agalp. I mean that so soon aa all that 
remafne of my litle child has beep carried from 
Ths Tijms elther my wife or I leave the house for 
ever,” 


-'t 
4 


** You are a hard jadge.” 

“T can pardon anything but deceit.” 

*' She was so young.” 

‘ She was old enough to give up all the world 
for her lover. She was old enough to know the 
difference bebween right and wrong.” 

Siu the kind old woman persevered, 


‘pis your great wealth |” 
retiains the same. Miss Johnson, will you recelve 


{fet I would will have 
ottablichment for her, ere only wish 


ter and watch over her 1" 
wile gly.” 


po with you, Wili you take 
ae) 
rhs 


par Kindness, your affection 
5 but you will le 
me to 





i ES 
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z 
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It is nataral 
» You forget. the 
creature I deemed 


no more.” 

Sir John returned to The Elms. He never 
saw his wife. He followed his little girl to the 
grave, and then he sent a mosssge to Freda 
Armitage to joia him in the library. 

She came to him with streaming eyes. 

‘* Hyactoth has left.” 

t Left 1” 4 

“Soe has gone to London. She sald she only 
stayed {n this house while Nan was here, John, 
she has toid me everything.” 

“ Everything |” . 

‘To was last night. She sobbed out her story 
In my arms, as though she had been my aleter. 
John, fb was so ad, co pitifal! Oan you blame 
her?”’ 


He tarned his head. 

“Tb seeme to me,” sald Freds, “she bas 
prog #0 wuch ; rr dee ag — bat sorrow, 
such terrible appreheualons, anguish 
mast have atoned for her error, John, ft 
cannot be that you will not forgive her—that 
this mileerable estrangement will Isat out both 
your lives?” 

“T will never look upon her face again,” 

* And yet you loved her ?” 

“Nos -—love her,” corrected the unhappy 
man, ‘Ah, Freda! if only my affection were in 
the past, I might judge her more mercifully, If 
I did not love her with every fibre of my nature 
I might find {t easier to tb; bat she waa my 
ideal of all that was pure trne and womanly. 
I worshipped her as something almost an angel 
—and see the result,” : 

Freda shuddered. 

“T would not have belleved you could be so 
hard snd severaand unforgiving.” sini 

“Lady Hyacinth left no meseage, I 
suppose?" } 

“ Yes,” . 

* Give It to me.” 

She tayed, 

"Tam waiting, Freda.” 

“ You don’t deserve it.” 

© Tell Ib me,” 

"Ip was when she was going, She turned to 





“TY have thoughs of all this, and my decision |. 


expressed concerning her future is that 1b shall be. 
8 ’ 


hereelf, Madam, | burgh 





him more merdifal to her mother, he will find me 
always ready. While I live I shall never quite 
despair that time may restore his love to me—his 
love and trust,’” 

“His love, perhaps,” sald Sie John, moved 
more than he cared to show, “ but not his trast 
—and love withdut trust fs worthless.” 

To the glad « time Henry Yorke and his 
fiancée were fm @ quaint old church near 
Mrs. Armaltage’s lodgings. Both the widow and 
her second daughter were anxfoue to share Mrs, 
Yorke’s ; but Freda, with quiet determtns- 

to to their hints on the sub- 


add to the comfort in 
but sometimes in her 


to such good purpose 
x his own land a few 
lly eavied the young 
tt fidt do better 
‘ite, 


: I » his temper good, and 
love with him, and so 
seiidtend't0 Wathen. 


: _— mistress tgs i e 
prettiest homeste Sassex, greatly to Alice's 
dudgeon, for that young lady believes to thia 
wey Oy ee 1p? gala 
paest instead Agnes, same ying 
resalte would have hi pete to her—a belief the 
Yorkes sre far from s 

Mrs. Marehall often drove over to spend a few 
hoars in the rectory drawing-room, and one cold 
autumn afternoon, when she and her eleter were 
altting coslly ¢2te 2 téte, she sald suddenly,— 

“ Freda, do you know ft is jast a year since 
tt Cn at The Kime {” 

‘ aft ” 

“ Yes, a ee eed hy 
our piness, ab ib to ly % 
cist te What ® sweet creature shé must bite 
been !’ 

Freda’s eyes wore full of tears, 

“Why do you mevor speak of ber?” asked 


Agnes, gently. 

"Y have heard Henry say she fe travellitig fo: 
her health; but ft is almost a year slacs the 
little girl died; and yet there is no news of her 
réturn.” ~~ 


“She will never return to The Elms, Aggy.” 


*Bat--—™ a 
“Ip fs a miserable story,” sald the tector’s 


wife, gravely; ‘I cansot tell you. “ Oaly don’t 
think harshly 


” 


“Do you mean she quarre 
band? © Well, he always was & 


temper.” . 
= have to pn evtrangeeneh between them.” 
The bappy young wife looked ful! of syin- 


=#'Qan be done, Freda 1™ 
¢ Nesting Tian, dear.” 
" And where are et 
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fashioned hand. It bore the address of ‘' The 
Golden Rain,” St, Edmunds, and the date of two 
days before. 


“Dear MapaM,— 

* Although personally unknown to you, I 
trespass on your attention to tell you of the 
death of my dear friend, and sometime pupil, 
the Lady Hyacinth Osrlyle, which occurred 
fliness. It was her express 


and yet she seemed ao tired 
life that I, who loved her, 
keep her here. I have the honour to forward 


to the poor young creature In taking her to 
hereelf. Ab best ber life mae bave been a sad 


one, 

“ What will her husband say t” 

It was months before that question could be 
anewered, Mra Yorke had been quite right in 
her surmlse—Sir. John’s bankers were often 
weeks together without his address, Hyacinth 
died in November ; it was only In the following 
February their client wrote, saying that all 
Istters were to be sont to him at the Hotel 
tol, Paris, 

Truth to say, he did not expect any corre- 
spondence of moment. His fi shook jasb 
little as he took up the broad, black. bordered 

a which lay foremost in the packet ; 
then he felt surprised—ih was Freda Yorke’s 
hand writing ! Woy should she write to him? 


* 


She had Miss Johnson's letter with 
a very few lines from herself, of sympathy for 
him. It was a tender womanly note, and she 
wound up 


Guests were at a premianm that cold winter 
weather, and he found the whole resources of ahe 
hotel at his disposal ; but he learned very little, 
The chamber-maid told him a lady of the name 
$ yore dy aghes deep abate” ant “ward 
Waa eet rm and wore 
& thick crape veil, which she never raised. She 

&s a favour, to be aliowed to occupy » 

sitting-room (whose number she quoted) 
for @ few hours; she ordered tea and writing 
materials, Fioding abe did not ring for the 
tray to be removed the chamber-maid went up 
r The tea was there unvouvhed, and s letter 


**T think, air, she had. come associations with 
the place, She seemed to. know. her own way to 
the room, in a low tone when she 


I know I felt sorely for her—I conid uot get ber 
out of my head for days past,” 
There was nothing to be gained by Lingering. 
Sir John went back to London, eure of but one 
thing—his wife was dead. How she died, of 
what disease, what provision had been made for 
her orphan child, he could not tell. Lord and 
Lady Norman were in town, and Sir John called 
on them the day after his return from “ Tne 
Golden Rain ;” both were attired in the deepest 
mourning, 
“Tats is a terrible thing,” sald the Earl, fret- 
fally. “What could have cansed Hyacinuh’s 
death? She was a child ; I never looked 
to follow her to the ; Pad 

velling,’’ rep! son-in-law, 
helplessly. “The news has only just reached 


me. 

“Iv’s @ pity you didn’t take her with you. 
moped herself inte a decline.” 
“ Aod you saw her t” é 
“Not alive,” said the Countess, with more 
show of feeling than Sir John would have given 
her credit for. ‘We were sent for, and we 
travelled down as fast as possible, but {t was too 
late—we gob there a few bours too late,” ~ 

“ Where did she die!” ; 

o“ At Whitby. Iv waa the strangest fancy to 
take her there. I fancy she had great faith in 
doctor there. She fs buried in the church- 

moore 


conversation followed, The 


Baronet made it quite plain that he should never 


2 


match had not turned out happily, but they bad 
no idea of the real facts of Hyacinth's estrange- 
ment from her husband 


Sir Jobn Carlyle folb at one. stricken by a 
he had told himesif 


to seek. 








i 
| 


husbands and wives whose married lives does not 
run guite smoothly! When you would give {m- 
patien’ suswers, when you would aay cruel care- 
lesa worda—when you would imply, perhaps, 
marriage has nob brought you all you hoped for, 
that if the tlime was to come again you might 
choous differently, Waoen such thoughts rise in 
your breast, when such words hover on your lips 
think how you would feel if a narrow strtp of 
earth covered ail that was mortal of your life's 
partaer, ff the woman who wore your wedding 
ring or the men who owned your obedience were 
lying cold and atil) beneath the grass-green turf, 
waiting for the resurrection of the jus: | 

I trow you would bs patient then, I trow you 
would be tender. 

Joha Cariyle etood by bis wife’s grave. Upon 
the pure white marble he read the simple 
tuseription :— 


Hyraciita CaRLris, 
Aged 20, 
“I will give you rest,” 


Rest! Sarely none needed it more—reet from 
the atorme of life, from the fitfal fever of patefon, 
from the errors snd mistakes of humanity. Rest ! 
Surely it was the boon hie wife would most have 
craved | 

He must have stood an hour by that grave. Bt 
seemed to bim hfs youth lay buried there. ‘At 
last he seemed to retrace his steps, and in passing 
down one of the qusint old streeta he eaw « 
houee with a brees plats inscribed :—" Dr. 
Werburton.” ° 

He stopped. Memory carried him back to his 
honeymoon. He remembered meeting this phyal- 
clan at one of the noblest Lonses in Parts. He recol- 
lected the doctor claiming acquaintance with his 
wife, her awoon, and the man of medicines afver- 
wards acknowledging his mistake. Of course this 
was the doctor in whom she had faith, the same 
man, doubticse, who had attended her upon ber 
marriage, he who had also, perhaps, amoothed her 
dying pliiow. Miss Johnson might be unattein- 
able, but Dr, Warberton was not. He would go 
in and boldly claim a few minutea of the great 
man’s time to tell him of his wife’s last hours. 
Surely she had sent some message for bim i—~ 
surely his mame had been once upon her 
Upe t 

He knocked and asked for Dr. Warburton, A 
neat page regretted that his master was out, 
Sir Joho icgutred when he would bein, The 
psge had no idea, There was nothing for [t bat 
to leave his card and depart, promising to return 
another time. 

At lunch that day Dr, Warburton read 
the mame apon the card and turned to his 


Pt Thomas, if this gentleman calls when T am at 
home tell him I am particularly engaged.” 

The boy started. 

" He'll come _ air.” 

“Let bim. He may come a dozen times; I 
shall refuse to see him.” 

In point of fact, Sir John 4id present bimself 
at leaat six times without galofog she least catiz- 
faction, when he chanced to see the doctor's figure 
fo the distance, seated fn his brougham, evidently 
homeward bound. 

Sir Jobn hired a fiy, urged the man to speed, 
and reached the physician's house at the exact 
moment be alighted from his brougham. 

Farther denial was useless; Dr, Warburton 
— for the interview he had done so much te 
avold. 

‘Tole is a fortunate chance,” esid Sir Johan, 
politely ; “I began to despair of seeing you,” 

The doctor stared at him haughtily. 

"May I ask the nature of your business, Bir 
John Carlyle. A gentleman would sarely have 
understood, fcom the very plain biats I have 
given you, that I desire neither your acquaint- 
ance nor your patronage.” 

Sir Joho was stared, 

** Ab least you cannot refuse to see me now, I 
will not detain you long.” 





“TI sup I have no cholce,” 
It was her a very cordlal tnvitation, but Sir 
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John aceepted it rapturously, and followed the 
vician into his -Troom, 
twas handsomely farnished, and there were 
two comfortable easy chaire elose to the fire, but 
nefther of them were « flared to the Baronet ; Dr. 
Warburton himself stood leaning. against the 
wall, and never invited his companion to be 


“T have come to ack you about my wife.” 

“Your anxiety is touching. It is just about 
three months since that grave was dug In our 
churchyard, and yor actually find time to Inquire 
about her.” 


** I have been abroad,” 

 etdes iy d against 

‘* Evidently you are prepossesse: me. 
I don’t know what you have heard, or what you 
believe. ican only tell you that if my forbuae 
would bring my poor girl back to life, it should 
be spent willingly in the attempt.” 

- Tr wosld be s cruel attempt.” 

" How so?” 

“ Because the poor girl you made your wife 
had koown so much sorrow, borne so much 
suffering, that no one with a heart in their breact 
could have sorrowed at her being taken from her 
troubles.’ 

" You knew her well?" 

*€ ¥ knew her whole history,” replied the phyai- 
clan, with a strong emphasis on the adjective. 

“ And you recoguised her when you met us in 
Perils on our honeymoon 1” 

‘*T did; bud I them knew only part of her 
atory, Ib seerasd to me then in would have 
been a ornel kindness to have forced myself on 
her notice. Now that I know the trath I only 
wish I had done so.” 

"You know the particulars of our estrange- 
mend?" 

**I know the story of your harshness, I prefer 
plain speaking, Sir John ; iv takes two people to 
eause an estrangement, The coolness between 
you and Lady Hyacinth was your own dolng 
alone. Ib was easy to see that here, lonely, 
deserted, she loved you ten times more than she 
had done av Parle, a courted, idolised bride.” 

Str John sighed. 

" Sne is dead. I would not forces our divisions 
upon you. I wanted to know the particalars of 
her Niness—-whether she spoke of me 3” 

She died because she had no wish to live,” 
replied Dr, Warburton. “If I thought for hours 
T wouldn't find a truer desiguation of her Mlnees. 
She had gob fv {nto her poor loving heart that 
since for all time you had refased her your for- 
giveness, she did you a positive Injury by lving ; 
bhat If only she were gone you might bring home 
another wife to share your wealth, to give you 
heirs, maybe, to the grand abode you deemed her 
unfit to rale over, Women are proverbially an- 
selfish, but I think I never knew oneso much so 
as Lady Hyacinth.” 

“Qoald nothing have saved -her—nothing io 
the werld, Dr. Warburton !’’ 

"“Oaly one thing.” 

" And that?” 

‘*Y would prefer nob te tel) you |’ 

** Bat I had rather know!” 

" Happiness,” 

Sir John shuddered. He felt as tf indeed the 
pbysiclan meant him bo feel that his wife had 
been av surely doue to death by his ankiodness 
= though he had plunged a dagger into her 

art 


“Mise Johnson wae with her to the lest, I 
suppose? I wish I could find her.” 

** Mise Johnson wae with her to the last, She 
loved your wife with a mother’s tenderness. You 
will never find her, for she has gone over to the 
great majority.” 

** Nod dead?” e 

Even soi” 

Sir John felt bewildered, 

** And the child?” 

” What child ?}” 

“You must know withoud my telling you 
how dicagreeable the subject Ie to me—I mean 
= child whose exletence parted me from my 

e > 

"Then why speak of that peor boy if the 
mubject ts distasteful to you ?” 

"Por her sake he must not want,” sald Sir 





John, feeling himself a model of generosity. 
“For hie mother’s sake I should be willing to 
allow a moderate sum for his maintenance.” 


ve 
I am a lonely man, and 
saw a child I coveted more, 
ee 
John felt nonplassed, 

** What ie his name!” 

“Pardon me, I hardly see what business you 
have to in ‘a 

“I should have said by what name was he 
called }” 


Dr. Warburton hardly understood the difference | bo’ 


in the question, 

"By his own, of course. Now, Sir Jobn, it 
will bring nothing but pain to us to prolong this 
interview. You evidently expect me to be sorry 
for you, and I can’t. You have contrived to do 
very wel] without your wife for more than a 
year, so you have only to continue the same 
course, I daresay you will contrive to find 
another bride before many months, -The poor 
child who lies in yonder churchyard will soon be 
nothing more to you than an episode in your 
past. You are young still; three years in your 
life troubled by my poor patient are but a trifle 
to you,” 

He rang the bell, and the page bowed out the 
unwelcome visitor. Rarely had Sir John been so 
annoyed. He felt indignant with the doctor, 
oe ee eee ee ae 

y : 

It dawned on Sir John slowly that, with all 
her faults, the girl he had married had been 
made of noble atoff. She had at least been 
almost selfiess ; she had died, as the physician 
er from want of happiness, and it was 

b. 


Very, very sad were the Baronet’s thoughts as 
he returned to London to take up again the life 
he led three years before when, riding home- 
wards, he found hidden in the snow the one 
woman whom he ever loved. 

For he never loved again, In spite of Dr. 
Warburton’s cool, sarcastic advice—in spite of 
the efforts of many a mateccavring mother, Sir 
Jobn Carlyle never again loved woman-—-as he 
had loved Hyacinth. 

His visitor gone, Dr. Warburton poured him- 
self ont a glass of brown sherry, and drank it at 
one draught, rabbing his hands the while. 

"TI begin to think [I have mistaken my voca- 
tion,” he muttered to himself. “I should have 
made a first-rate actor. I rather think I made 
the noble Baronet ashamed of himself. And yet” 


do her, poor child! She has sacrificed herself. 
It was a noble thought. She told me ft was the 
only thing she craved in life, and I could not 
thwart her, but {t wae hardly right. Why should 
one human creature be annihilated for the 
benefit of another? Why ehould a woman do 
Te ee 
usband ’” 


questions 
the writing-tabie to examine his letters, 

Reader, do not start; do not ask sarcastically 
it I believe seahanes: oor" taseueaniy os 2 yee ge 
corres answer No! to 
such quertes, 


And yet——the first letter Dr. Warburton 
0 was sigoed with the name of the dead 
girl in the churchyard-—-Hyaclath Carlyle. 

(To be continued.) 


Ts Webster Canyon, Utah, is a remarkable 
natural carlosity called the Devil’s Slide, It 





SET APART. 


—!0:-- 
(Continued from page 177.) 


That lady at once remembered something she 
the cabin, and went below, and 


Randolph, wistfully, how 
saffered,” 
to draw away her hand. 
*s know |—you haven’s heard |” 
know everything. It fe you who 


deceived. 
“ Bat my mother!” - 
" Your mothér, dear, was 8 Mies Trevor, whom 

th my parents knew and admired. Before I 
left Eogland, Ina, I saw the woman who had 
bsen with your mother throughout her married 
life, and she declared positively her mistress was 
ageane as she was. The slander was invented 
by Lord Forteseue.” 

“ Bat why!” 

‘*Thav I cannot tell you, sweetheart; but | 
think we ehall soon find out, The women I have 
mentioned promleed nie when I brought you to 
Eogland -she would explain everything. My 
friend Mr, Melville is now on shore posting 
letters, sammoning her and Mre, Cameron to 
meet ws at Plymouth.” 

" Dear Mrs, Camaroa! How I long to see 


j 

'§ My father Is coming too; and you must love 
him for my sake, Ina, if you knew all I suffered 
while your fate was a mystery!” 

She shuddered, 

" Ellerstle wis terrible! I was so afraid of 
father ; and no one else coald ‘speak 
Eoglish, excapt Nello’s nurse, Janet.” 

Readolph started. 

“Was Janet kind to you 1” 

I never liked her, bat E think » 
be good to me, She tried to warn 
Signor Gabrielli.” 


greed The 
they had lefo Italy 
forced to return as soon as they 


a great 


‘* You are your mother's image, my dear!” he 
sald, simply ; ‘ and she wasas and true as 
my own dear wife. Never anyone who 
telle you otherwise,” 

Sir Ralph had taken rooms for the whole 
party at an hotel, Walle Mra, Cameron wae 
exchanging confidences with Ine the Baronet 
and bis son took a stroll down the quaint old 


town. 
“You must her out of hand, oy boy. 
Lord Fortescue Is furlous. There are ar 


own ab once,” Ran, cheerfully ; “but hae 
nod Janet come! I did not think she would fall 
»”» 


me, 
Nor didshe, They found her walting at the 
hotel on their return. She told them frankly she 


sweet girlish grace ; then she determined, at any 
cost, would come forward and befriend 
her. 


She was too late. It was annoucced at Ellere- 
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him on the right scent, but she kept back the 
strangest thing of all—the true motive for Noel 
Fortescue’s insisting te live apart. 

‘I meant to make terms with you,” 
woman, reluctantiy, ‘‘and sell my 
but when I think of all she’s suff 
ber Hfe har t have been lost 
taking ‘3 money ago to 
pongus, why, I can’t Le tee another 
the truth jasb for her sake, 

et this, and you'll understand all 
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of her next-of-kin, 

have been the uncle who co Ill- 
we are glad to say there is no 
Fortescue the 


= 
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t member of the peerage. 

lives at Ardleigh with her 
and In time to come, no doubt 
hopeful young nobleman we 
to with the stories of the 
Fortescue, and how she wn 
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SWEETHEART AND TRUE. 


— 0: 
CHAPTER VII. 


” Poment marth od pseoend loaghce 
Waate'te coms io call ensure ro 
Live and Alan Chichester moved away slowly 
the rough stoves in the Qalmpaire market- 
aide by side, 
or the epace of three minutes neither of them 
warded ang information one to the other, and 
each felt perfectly contented with things as 
were. 

he pulled out his cigarette case, say- 


" You don’t mind my smo do you!" 
“Ob, no! not In the very t. I Uke the 
smell of tobacco very much,” she answers, 


ply. 
“ » now, where are we going first! You 
are cloerone, remember, and I place myself un- 

in your hands, to be taken wherever 
you choose to take me,” he goes on, lighting his 

“I think we have done the market 
sufficlently, don’s you? Suppose we seck fresh 
pastures in search of the pictuareeque. What do 
ym hal be queries, turning his bead to look 
ab '° 


Fac 


35 
2 8 x 
<a 


ing, 


e 


z 


wanderings bring them down to 
beautiful old quay, past which runs the 





Odes River, swiftly and ovenly, bearing the big 
boats and emall-sl&od vessels from the eea on Its 


bosom, 

" Let ua rest a little time,” Alan sayr, as they 
stand looking at the running water, which re- 
flecta the bonts and tops of the houses dotted 
along ite side. “Sit and look at the view, for 
{ft is lovely here, perfectly peaceful and calm! 
It makes one feel drowally content; at leaet, 
{t does me. Let as rest and enjoy it. The 
dolee far niente {a already stealing over ms,” and 
his eyes rest thoughtfally on the giri’s face 


beeide 

“Tam afraid I shall not be able to read for 
very long, and enjoy the view,” che rejoin, with 
&@ tinge of regret in her voice. ‘'I have not ac 
idea what the time is, bub I am eure it must be 
getting on |” 

‘Never mind about the tlme!” he argues, 
with ell a man’s thoughtlesness ; “ we will not 
think about time now {"’ 

“Bat I most, you see,” she cays, emiling. 
"TI promised Nennette I would not be gone long, 
acd I have been away for hours, I am certain, 
She will wonder where I am, and think I am 
lost, perhaps !'’ 

“Not with mol” be puts fn quickly; " you 
would be quite safe with me!" 

“Posibty i" ehe rejoins, with a little bot 
flash and wrinkle of her pretty brows. “I dare- 
say I should be, but then Navnette might not 
know that [ waa still with you. I never leave 
her for long, end I know that I must have been 
away for ages!” she adda, rather remoreefally. 

** Well, let aa rest for one quarter of an honr, 
I won't ack for any longer than that,” he says, 
quite pleadingly. 

“ Oertainly!” she asconts, demurely; “you 
can rest as long as ever you like, {i ix only I who 
will have to go |" 

*' And leave me all by myself! What dread- 
fal cruelty to animals!” be answers, complain. 
ingly, in a quietly, reproachful tone. “* Why, I 
should never find my way back Into the town 
again if ‘ lost my galde! Besides, I could not 
possibly rest hero oy myself. No, when you go 
Ichail go too! We came together, we will re- 
tarn together |” he ends, very decidedly. 

** Well, one quarter ofan hour, then, just 
fifteen minutes from now, to look at the view,” 
she says, sitting down on the trunk of a tree 
lyiug on the guay, walting to be shipped away. 
© You have a wateb, and shali time [, What 
is the hour now?" 

‘Listen | There is the cathedral clock be- 
ginning to strike. How {» booms out through 
the alr |" 

“ Foar!" counts Olfve, in dismay. “Can it 
be really four o’olock, Why, I owght to have 
been back with Nannette long before |" 

“ Yos, I sadly fear that cathedral clock only 
spoke the truth!" he returns, seating himself 
also on the tree-trunk beside her. ‘ Myself, I 
only wish {¢ was not four! I could begin the 
day all over again, or rather, our wandering, | 
should esy, for I own that they have, indeed, 
been pleasant wanderings to me! "’ 

If he {s fishing for he od confirmation of 
this same sentiment on the girl’s parthe must be 
grlevously disappointed In his desire, for Olive 
vouchsafes nothing In return for this extremely 
pretty speech. 

She pasees ft completely by, as If she had 
never heard it, or that he had never ubtered {b 
in euch an earnest fashion. 

"Does {t ever strike you how oddly things 
come about sometimes!’ he goes on, prezentiy, 
meditatively gesing ac the water sliding past the 
quiet old quay. “Now, who would have 
thought, four days ago—only four days, mind | 
—that you end I would be sitting here on the 
Qaimpaire quay st this present moment! Why, 
we had not a notion even of onr different 
existences four days back! And now {bt seeme 
strange to think that there wasa time when we 
did not know each other. At least, {¢ dovs to 
me.” 

“Yes,” says the girl briefly, “only four days 
ago! Ib isa very short time.” 

And she thought to herself, ‘if I had vot 
atayed that nigh» by the river I shonld nob have 








picked up that eketch-book, aud probably never 
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have kuown him at all.” He was right when he 
raid things came about oddly sometimes! 

“Short!” he repeats after her; ‘fb seswe 
quite a long time to me, quite far back In the 
past! As I sald before, we seem to have known 
each other for years Instead of only days—just 
three fieeting daye! Only think of It}"’ 

Bo Ido!" she answers, quaintly ; "I have 
thought about ft a great many times !” 

" Have you ?” he rejoins, turning bis head once 
more to look at her Instead of the river, and she 
fancies the grey eyes look pleased at her candour. 
‘And did fb not seem strange to you? Bat per- 
haps you are not prone to look at circumstancse 
fn the same light!” he amende, as « finish to his 


"I don’t exactly know that I have thought {t 
especially strange,” she answers, emphasising the 
last word of her sentence. 

‘What then! How do youn look upon it? 
Not as » disagreeable fact, I hope !*’ 

"Oh, nol nosd ble by any means,” she 
says, quickly. ‘‘ Do nod think I mean that. Oa 
the contrary, I think—I think—Is rather a plea- 
sant fact than not,” 

She half repents her words the moment they 
have passed her lips, bub, baving been uttered, 
they cannot be recalled, 

"T sgree with you,” he pute Inatonea; “It is 
mob strange, It’s pleasant, Let me add very 
pleasant as better stil), if I may, without risking 
offending you by my plain speaking.” 

“Ism not so ensily offended,’’ reburna Olive, 
with « fine amile on her lps, 

"No; Ido not think youare. I Imagine you 
rauch too frank and ingenuons a young lady to be 
quickly offended,” approvingly, 

“Do not credit me with too many good 
qualities, please,” she eaye, with the faintest of 
ehrugr. 

'* Why not?” 

“Why! Because I probably do nob deserve 
them,” she answers, half -jokingly, half in 

t. 


earnes 

* But I may credit you with being frank and 
ingenuoug, for you most certaloly sre both, They 
are 20b too good gualities to be trua, I am eure. 
Do not sudervalue yourself; it is always a mis- 
take {nm this world. The more one thinks of 
oneself, the more others will think of one. It 
sounds @ very egostistical kind of doctrine, I 
daresay, bat ib does not make Ib any the less 
trne for all that. Look at me,” he goes on, 
comically; ‘I never lose an opportunity of 
blowlog my own trumped; I believe I am one of 
the most concalted of men fn that way.” 

* Are you?” ssys Olive, emifling. " Well, of 
course, I do not know you evfficlently to elsher 
contradict you or agree with you. Bat, by the 
little I bave seen of you i should not have 
thought that you were very conceited.” 

*'T shonid very much like to know what you 
really do think of me?" be hazards the next 
moment, leaning his elbows on his knees, and 
contemplating the girl's face with much interest, 

** Would you?” she returne slowly, the rosy 
red coming swiftly into her zoft cheeks. 

“ Yes, indeed, I should very much like to 
know. Teli ms,” he ends, still gazing intereat- 
edly at her,” 

"Oh! no, no! I could not,” and she laughs a 
little soft, confused langh, 

** But why could you not} I shonld not mind 
what you thought of me, really. Is ib so bad 
that you can not tell me, then }” 

" No—not bad |” she says, low-volced, 

**T shall think you have an awfally bad opinion 
of me if you don’t,” he urges once more; “and 
Tehall go back to Pont |’Abbaye with a heavy 
heart, a eadder If not a wiser man.” 

Olive laughs " 

‘*What do you want me to say ’"” she beging, 
donbtfally. 

" The trath, only the truth. I shall not mind 
how terrible the verdict fz, because I have begged 
the question of you, and must abide consequently 
by the answer with a good grace. I only ask you 
for the trath,” impressively. 

‘© Woll,” she commences, with an effort, the 
rosy flush atill in the ascendant, sod keeping. her 
eyes fixed steadfaetly on the flowing water close 
to their feet, ‘' I think you are rather—nice |” 





She begins bravely enough fn her usual tone, 
bu» the " nice” ends in a murmur, 

Then she jumps to her feet, 

‘* Listen ! it’s chiming the three-quarters,” she 
say?, hurriedly ; ‘‘ one whole half-hour more than 
we agreed upop. I had no idea the time was 
going so fast. I must burry back at once; Nan- 
nette will bein a dreadfal way about me. You 
ought to have reminded me when the quarter of 
an hour wae over, You did nob keep faith with 
me as you promised,” she adds, with affected 


— to recover her confusion. 
6 looks up at her standing before him, as she 
finishes her small reproach, 

"Does. one ever think of time when one Is 
happy!” he says, slowly. “This afternoon 
has passed like a dream, You are not going 
Stay-a little longer, another quarter of an 
hour—only until five o’clock ; it will soon be here 
now,”’ 

She shakes ber head quickly. 

“ Not a minute longer,” she rejoins, decidedly; 
“T have stayed too long already. I must be off 
this instant, Good-bye!” 

‘‘T am coming, too,” he says, ignoring her pro- 
jected farewell ; “ since you are such a determined 
young lady, and will go at once, so be ib,” rising 
slowly from his seat on the tree-trunk. ‘‘As I 
sald before, we came together and we will return 
together. I conld not think of letting you fiy 
back to the market through Quimpaire by your- 
self, Nennette might then justly blame me, and 
sey I did not know how to take care of young 
demolselles confided to my charge,” 

"Come then, let ua make haste,” answers 
Olive, -I want to geb back as quick as ever we 
poseibly can.” 

And she hurries off as swiftly as her small fees 
will carry her, while Alan strides on evenly by her 
alde, keeping pace with her half trot, 

Neither of the two speak as they my | on 
through the qualnt old streéte of the town. After 
all, {t Ie really but a short distance with such 
rapid walking, which earller in the afternoon they 
bad spun out so pleasantly, 

The silence is nob irksome {fn the smallest 
degree; {b only seems as if there was no time for 
talking now. At the entrance of the market- 
place Alan stops short. 

“ T have seen you safe so far,” he begins, first 
to break the silence, ‘I will nob come any 
farther with you, for I intend walking back to 
Pont Abbaye, and shall start on the road ab 
once, It's only nine miles, I believe, and will be 
« delightfa] walk now the cooler part of the day 
has begun. You, of course, are golng to drive 
back, or shall you go by the diligence which starts 
fn sbont an hour’s time #” 

“Nod by the diligence. Nannette will drive 
me back in her cart—I came with her ; unless she 
has gone off disgusted with me, and leaves me 
behind as a punishment for my offence. But I 
do not think that fs very likely, I own. Nannette 
fis too fond of me todo that,” Olive ends, with 
conviction, 

* I am nob surprised,” he says, quietly, looking 
down at her. ‘* Well, if you sre driving back to 
Pont !’Abbaye I suppose we shall both traverse 
the same road, and you will probably pass me on 
the way. I shall look ont for you. Good-bye!” 
and he holds out hfe hand. 

This time Olive does nob hesitate one moment}, 
but gives him hers{n return as a natural sequence 
of svente. 

“T have had a very charming afternoon,” he 
foes on, holding it in his—longer, perhaps, than 

trictly necessary to the occasion, 

And so have J,” candidly affirms the girl, in 
response, 

Why should she be behindhand fv courtesy 
and expression of pleasure in thelr joint 
wander ? 

“Tam glad to hear you say so,” he says, still 
ins gules voice, “and—and thenk you for your 
good opinion of me,” releasing her hand 

Olive recognises that he le now 


speaking of her 
encomiam ‘‘ Nice!” with which she had endowed 
bim in answer to bis question as to what she really 
thought of him, and she does not feel sure whether 
ron aged en re him the unvarnished 
tran 





“Do you call ib good?” she queries, with » 
little embarraseed lau . 

“Don’o yout Is notto be'nice’ the sum. 
mum bonum of approval? I think so myself, and 
glory iv being called nice. You have not asked 
me in retarn what [ think of you!” he goes ov, 
quite gravely, ‘Perhaps, though, you do not 
care is about knowing one way or the 


' Oh, yes, I do!” she answers, with a.shade of 
earnestness In her face, “ Of conree I would 
rather people liked then disliked me,” 

“T don’t think they could dislike you, even if 
they tried,” he puts In, suavely. 

‘*T am not so very certain about that,” rejoins 
the girl, with a half-langh. 

“T am sure I could not,” Alan says in that 
a qaiet tone of volos which seems natura) 
to him, 

** G@ood-night !” answers Olive, quickly, with 
a kind of start, as if until this moment she had 
been day-dreaming, and only now awoke to the 
remembrance of poor old patient Nannette walt- 
ing for her, no doubs wondering where on sarth 
her little mademolselle had disappeared to, 

" And so the day ende!” he reflects,, thoughi- 
fally, as they stand facing eachother. "This 
one summer day fs done, and nothing remains of 
it bub to esy good-night and good-bye! Hew 
short time really is when one comes to think 
about it—pleasant time, I mean—and then comes 
good-bye to show us how short-lived It le! At 
any rate, I shall see you again soon, Pout 
VAbbaye is not auch an immenee place that one 
can fall to meet one’s fellow sooner or later. I 
can look forward to another meeting without 9 
doubt as to its probability, Can I not?” 

‘Oh, yes! Perhaps!” murmurs Olive, 
hurriedly, ‘'' Good-bye again }” and with a little 
movement of her fn bis direction she runs 
off, and down the old market-place, nob. without 
some small inward misgiving on the subject of her 


gs ey Nanvette fs there still, and has not 
driven away, leaving her to her fate. Indeed 
auch an idea never really presented Iteelf ax a 
possible fact to the girl’s mind, even when she 
aaid it to Alan, for she knew Nannette far too 
well for that, — 

The old woman wav altting om her rush-seat, 
calmly walting for her; knitting 1b is true, 
because she cannot bear idle even fore few 
minutes in the day, but market ia over long since, 
most of the stalls are shut op for that week, and 
all Nannevte’s baskets are packed, and lie waitlug 
for thelr departure, 

* Oh, Nannette ! I am so sorry !” Olive begins, 
a little out of breath, aud with genuine regret in 
her voice. . 

The old woman’s face shows no vexation of any 
kind whatever, but beams round pleasantly ov 
the offender in ect forgiveness, 

" Sorry for what, my mademolselle}” Naunette 
queries, smiling to herself as she asks. 

** Because I have been gone eo lopg, and when 
I prom ‘sed to. be back soon, too! ButI had no 
idea it was so late, Nannette., I had not indeed,” 
exolaima Olive, earnestly. 

“Tp is of no matter, my mademolselle!” 
returns the old woman, placidly, “' jast a little 
longer to walt, that ia ajl. I have nob wasted my 
time, as you see; Andre's stocking {s almost 
done and J am not tired,” 

“Yow are a dear old thing not to scold me,” 
says the girl, caressingly. ‘‘I know that I do 
come a scolding all the on mt 

‘* Bat you are alone,” begins Nannette, quietly, 
folding up her knittlog and placing it in » pasket 
by her side, “ bow ecmseit! Where, then, is 
monsfeur 1” 


‘On! monsieur as you call him is by this 
time on the road to Pont l’Abbaye ; he intends 
to walk back,” Olive answerer, with a slight laugh. 
“ He came back with me as far as the market just 


now. 

‘And what takes him to Pont l'Abbeye 1” 
questions Nannette once more, 

“ He ts staying there now. I belleve ab the 
hotel Pomme d'Or!” 

“Tell. .me, my mademolselie, who is this 
monsiear !” queries the old woman after 4 small 
pauee in the conversation, 
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« As far as I knew at present, Nannette, he is 
s gentleman, and his name is Alan Chichester |” 
returns Oilve tly. 

“ And bow do you come to know him!” says 
Nannette, finally, 

Olive at once relates her ex on the 

of her row dewn the river te Sablette 
and back, and what happened on her return. 

“Ah?” commented the old woman retiso- 
tively, wheu the girl had finished her little 
historiette of that evening. “ Aud the next day 
you saw him, you say?” ‘ 

© Yes! I went to see his sketch aa he asked 
me, There was no harm, Nannette, was there }” 
says Olive, rather 






wished to go and see monsieur'’s sketch, there 
could ke. say.. Madame : does 
abe alea ** and ite 
alight iriag 
Oke eA hs “. 
I had sola her “ah: r” have lev tae go. 
ace x (pl OT ly, ‘if I thought 
"maya w. ig 
ja, I should tell madame with- 


fh harmful for you, 
oat a doubt; bat I donor!” 


come what ’ ' 

. “And to-day Is then the third time you 
dave seen monsleur!” goes on the old woman, 
gathering up her baskets ia her arais preparatory 


” the 
ais Wag ed aak oko coene wee ea 


the last one up. 

Ab last Olive, who has been on the watch the 
whole way, sees « figure on in front, walking 
swiftly along the same road they are travelling. 


one. feels rather sur he accepta 
offer with some alacrity. 
“Thanks, very mach!” he answers; “I 


shall be very g 
won't consider me an intrusion and too heavy 


; 


Taen Nannette intimates to Bruno that they 





are ready to go on once more, and Bruno makes 
a 


It is quite dusk when they reach Pont 
V’Abbaye, and Alan gets oat just at the corner 
where the off—one to the 


roads mill, 
and the other to the village. Tho latter half of 
the journey seems to have been quite short, 
somehow, 

Alan thanks Navnetie effasively for hia ride, 
declaring that he had no ides antil to-day how 
comfortable a market cart could be. 


too, I think. 

Olive is very silent, as the two, after leaving 
een wae, Siew Seve, email 
t leading to t water 
ral. Tete cab Oe te, where'a great 
aweet chestout-tree sponte: Sn. quent arme 
over the road, she {nvoluntarily heaves the 
sae small sighs, bardiy noting that she 


hy do you elgh, my mademolselle !" asks 
d woman, whose skarp eare have caught the 
sound as {0 floated by, 

“Did I sigh, Nannette!” anawers the girl, 
thoughtfully. “I did not know {t. I don’t 
know why I should’sigh; Iam sure. I have no- 

to sigh for, have I?” 

» “** Not yet, certalaly, dear one,” says Nannebte, 
wagaciously nodding her white cap; “ for the 
faturs, who cau tell, We must all sigh some- 
times in our lives, For meI have sighed much 
—yes, and laughed too, It {s never all bitter, or 
all aweet, We can but sigh and laugh in tarn. 
You will find {t true, as I say.” 

Nannette spoke truly enough, when she sald 
we must all sigh and laugh in tarn, bat she for- 
ee aie thing. S gha do not always come from e 


There is the sigh of—Love! 


4 
Zas 


CHAPTER VIII. 


“ This bud of love, by summer's ripeniog breath, 
May proves od he. flower when noxt we most.” 


Wuewn does love begin? 

Qaestion most difficult, moat hazardous to 
answer with any truth, It is often a moot point 
in one’s own mind as to the exact momett when 
one falls, so so speak, in love—where mere liking 
ende, and love 

eed, I verily belleve hardly any of us, who 
ere themselves interested individuals, can de- 
termine the knotty question in a completely 
satisfactory manner, We are euch § blassed 
mortals, swayed by so many conflicting points of 
evidence, thad we csnnot positively assert when 
Love unlocks the door of our heart, enters {p, and 
dwells there. 

Then, again, to each heart love comes in a 
separate and distinctly different fashion, With 
some is marches slowly, evenly, with eflent foot- 
steps almost unnoticed. With others !t will leap 
into life suddenly, swiftly, like an arrow shot 
from a bow, when leas} dreamt of. 

Sometimes we will not acknowledge the 


dominion of love, even to ourselves, until at last. 


we are forced to do so bys will mightler than 
our own feeble, mortal one, Again, some of us 
hold out four arms in welcome to this strange, 
wayward human pasion—this great God Eros, 
as if he were some priceless gift that we could 
not grasp too closely in our hands. 

If anyone had accused Alan Chfchester by say- 
ing to him, “I believe you are falling in love 
with this girl, of whom, as yet, you know 
yore exceps that she {aa charming Ifttle lady, 
evidently very pecullarly placed for some reason 
or another, which is nob yet made apparent, and 
which puzzles you into thinking & good deal more 
about her than would otherwise do!" he 
would undoub have strenuously dented the 
soft {mpsechment in his own unobtrusive, quietly 
indolen? fashion, 

And not without truth, too, for he really did 


not himself dream that perhaps Eros bad fixed 
wpon his heart for a dweiling-place, maybe quite 
soon, and had already put the little key in the 
lock ready to enter, 

He would, Iam sure, have laugbiogly denied 
auch a fact, thoroughly belleviog in his own 
dental, for we are fearfally, terribly blind some- 
times in such cases. Anyway, if sach wae really 
and truly the fact, why should he feel a sudden 
pleasure at sight of this same girl coming along 
ander ths great branching, leafy chestnuts from 
the water-mili, down the creek to the river, with 
her dog Zouave beside her as a matter of course? 

And he did fee! glad to see her coming. There 
was no denying it even had he wished to do s0; 
but you see there was 0 one to accuse him, as 
fo was, and a deuial, therefore, was quite un- 
necessary, 

Indeed, to tell the whole truth, he had been 
waiting for this appearance during most of the 
glorious August day ; resting his lazy limbs In 
the clamsy old boat at the mouth of the creek 
where {t joined the river, feeling that she would 
come, becauea, forsoosh, he had asked her, 

When thelr journey home in the cart through 
the summer eveulng had been nearly completed, 
he had eald,— ’ 

“Qome down to the river to-morrow if you 
can, and we will go s little river-jaunt to- 
gether.” 

And she had answered,— 

** F should itke to, I will if I can,” and there 
the discussion had begun and ended. 

Still he thought and belleved she would appeat 
like the wood-nymph in the {alry-tale. And so 


agaic a tree, weed, flower, or rush head that took 
his fancy. 

And ft was an errant fancy this summer noon. 
Not a sober, workaday miad at al), with the river 
droning past bim, lapping now and then with a 
sudden little rush sgainst the wooden sides of 
the wherry. 

Ths lulling restfal sound made him drowsy in 
the sunshine, but hie grey cyes opened wide 
enough when he saw under the chestnuts the 
wood nymph weoding her way towards the land. 
ing-stage. 

He was ab once wide awake and on the alert, 
rising from his resting-place, and stepping on 
shore to receive her, shutting up the sketch. book 
he had been dawdling over, as of use now no 
more, 

“Here you are!” he began, cheerfully, bat 
fn hond; “here is the good angel come to 
Aispel evnui I was juss beginnlug to yawn in 
despair at your non-appearance, and began to fear 
you were not golng te bs visible to mortal eyes 
to-day.” 

“ Miss Daunt kept me with her until just now. 
I could not get away before,” she answered 
amply ; *' bat surely you ought mot to feel ennuz 
this glorious afrernoon; you have your sketch- 
book with you 1” 

** Bat a sketch-book fs not everything one con!d 
desire,” he affirms, slowly. 

“ Have you not been doing anything, then { ” 

“Ob, yea! IT have been most busily engszed 
in belng—lszy,” he goes on, witha amfle. “I 
took the liberty of lying in your boat ; and tried 
to work ; but I failed most ignobly. By-the-bye, 
{tb is your boat, fen’s ft #”’ 

“Tt belongs to André, which amounts to the 
same thing. He keeps it down here all the 
summer, for it is such 9 clumsy, big old thing to 
get up and down the creek ; bt in winter it is 
taken up to the milland housed tn 9 shed. I 
think I use is more than anyone.” 

“ By yourself $” be queries, quietly. 

“ Of course,” returns Ollve, quickly, “ who else 
should there be? Miss Daunt is not at all fond 
of the water. She never goea on It; In fecs”— 
Olfve adds, with a amille—" when I especially 
want to get away from her, I go on the river ; 
then I know J am safe,” 

" Well!” he says, with an answering smile, 
‘let us make haste and get on the river, aud then 
we shall be aafe,”’ } 

"Ob | Miss Daunt hae gone to the Convent, she 
ependa a great deal of her time there now, which 
1 am glad of, for I get more Mberty,” says the 





girl, caturally, stepping into the boat, 


he waited idly by the water, penciling now and" 
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“7 am going to be oarsman,” he says, getting 
in after her; ‘I'll row, you shall steer, and 
4ouave will playchaperone, I am an able-bodied 
moan, and must doall the bard work. Besides, 
I'm an old band at rowing: many a jaunt up 
and down river st home in England have I bad 
In my time. I wae bow once in the ‘Varsity 
eight, Perbaps, though, you don’) know what 
that means?” . 

She shakes her head dublously, Mise Daunt 
has never mentioned anything about « “' Varsity 
eight" to her, and #0 she js completely ignorant 
on the subject, 

“Well, 1 wae at the Oxford Uolveralsy then ; 
in fact I took a BA. degree there.”’ 

**Oh!” comments Oitve, still In the clonds a 
good deal, “IE am afraid you will not like this 
kind of rowing after that. Theee oars are very 
clumsy vhingr, I know,” takiog the tlller-ropee in 
her hands as she speaks, 

**{ sboald nov call this craft or oars fairyly 
built, I own,’ he answers, with « laugh; *‘bas 
so long ss it's safe and sound, and we don’t go 
to the bottom, I don’t mind, The current runs 
very strong here, I find.” 

“Yea, 1p does, I find the same thing myself 
when I want to get against the stream. Ib fs as 
much es I can do to gét the boat along at all 
when the foods are at all ont. The Oded then 
runs like @ whirlpool almost,” she says, pulling 
the right rudder-Mne hard to keep the boat’s 
head {on » straight direction, and thinking how 
much, much pleasanter it is te be rowed like 
this than to have to row oneself. 

Even Zovave seems supremely content, and 
carls himeelf rovad at his mistress’s feet with a 
elgh of satisfaction. 

Ib Is very delightfal, but the question fs, if 
ib is also wise? Neither of the two, however, 
put such @ foolish, dieagreeable query to them- 
relves, Tadeed, why should they? Happiness 
does nos last long. Let us enjoy it while we 
can, and then, if you will, sigh over its depar- 
ture, 

“Whither are we bound!” asks Alan, pre- 
seatiy, as the river carries them on. 

‘' Well, if yon de nob mind, I should like to 
-get 7 to Tadit. I want to hear about the 
féta 9” 

“A fé5e! When, where, and how!” he 
says with interest, I like a villsge fé-e above all 
things, One sees the country people in all their 
curious costumes, What is this fécet’’ 

“The Pardon of St, Thurian. I» always comes 
off every year the last week in August, and is 
one of she very few gateties hereabouts that we 
poseers or can boast of, Everyone from far and 
near goes to It,” 

“Are yon going?” he Inquires, leaning 
forward on his oars a moment while he aske, 

"T should like to,” she answers, with a small 
wrinkle of her pretty brows. “ But I eannod 
alwaye get what I like, Miss Daunt has an 
objection to fé-es of all kinds, She calla them 
wicked,” 

‘Poor, benighted Miss Daunt, how I pi 
er 1” he says, with comical compassion In 
voice. 

‘Last year she refused to let me go, saying 
I was too old for such follies, wandering about 
silly shows, As Tam now one year elder than 
I was then, I am certainly too old now. It’s a 
very emall amusement, I know. No doubt you 
wonld consider it but a very poor affair, bat iv’s 
something to break the monotony of one’s 
existence, I suppose I am a baby, bat I do like 
to go and see these things,” she ends, semewhat 
pathetically. 

"IT don’s see that you are a baby ad all for 
wishing to go,” he argues, stoutly, ‘J can 
quite anderstand your desire. I is net at all 
wonderful or ont of the way. Nowdo you think, 
if I came to the mill, made a formal call upon 
this sirfet Spartan lady, Miss Daunt, foformed 
her on the subject of my name, sge, profession 
and status, whether she would be gracious enough 
to allow you to go with me} Of course I shonid 
explain to her that I am not a monster In haman 
form, or likely to make away with you. What 
ao Se 

ve laaghs long and merrily at this eugges- 
tion, To her the ides of his confronting Miss 





Daunt in her den with such effrontery scema 
saprem comical. He does not know Miss 
Daunt ently, for he could not dream of such 
a plan as likely to be successful, 

“I am very certain she would nob,” anewers 
the girl, mirthfally. 

* Bat why not!” he continues, still rowing 
steadily along in the direction of Tudle. 

“Miss Daunt ie an immenee stickler for 
etiquette, which fe one reason,” answers Olive, 
more gravely. “ You could not by any means 
accuse her, as you did me, of being woconven- 
tonal, Your request would effectually nip any 
amall chance of my being able to go in the 
bad, I should not be allowed out of her sight 
for a moment after that, and probably taken to 
the convent with her on every occasion, which 
would be awful. I manage to steal @ good 
amount of liberty now, but if Miss Daant once 
awoke to the idea of any compeuion In my 
goings and comings, that liberty would be stopped 
at once for good and all, As it is she le always 
bemoaning my want of dignity and decorum, as 
she terms It,” 

“Bab are you then so completely ander her 
rule and guidance that youare allowed no liberty 
of mind, at any rate, If nod liberty of body!” he 
asks once more, in some wonderment at an obvious 


thraldom. 

‘* Yes!” answers the girl, slowly. "I believe 
Tam, Somehow I feel [dare nob defy her. I 
think I sm ae little—afrsid of her,” she ends, 
hesitating over the word afraid. 

* She must be a Tartar, I fear, then,” he puts 
{n quickly, anxious not to draw the girl into 
meking any statements or confessions to him, the 
mere ecquaintance of a moment; “so yeu don’t 
think she would allow you to go with me}” 

*' No,” returns Olive, brie fly. 

" Teuppose you imagine she might distrust my 
statements about myself? True, there is that 
side of the question to be locked at. I confess it. 
Of course she would know li nothing of 
me but just what I chose to tell Beyond 
what my card proclaimed, even you really know 
nothing of me as yet, do you }” 

" Nothing !” returns the girl, candidly. 

I quite recogntes that the whole affair would 
be a Hatle awkward on the surface. For myself I 
think { fs a vast pity we worldlings do not carry 
our statue and pedigrees ou our back, legibly 
printed In big letters to save confusion, for 
general and satisfactory perusal, It would save 
an immense amount of trouble and bother to 
everyone concerned if it could be so, ‘' Don’t 
you agree with me!” 

“* Perhaps it might,” assents Olive, with a 
emfle ab hie remark. - 

“TI am sure {t would,” he seserts, impress- 
ively ; “ for Instance, now, If it were written on 
my back for me, I should not be obliged to inform 
you that, as you already know my name is Alan 
Chichester ; further than that, I am the only 
son of Sir Habert Chichester, of Seize Oourt, to 
the county of Saffolk. I have been to Oxford, 
where I took a BA. degree. I have since been 
reading for the Bar, where I chall never earn a 

A barrizter ostensibly as a profession, 
an artist fo reality, forthe mere pleasure of it, 
who spends a great deal of his own time and bis 
father’s money in wandering Bohemian fashion 
through dffferent countries, picking up know- 
ledge by the way, and filling hie eketch-book in 
the meantime:--It would not be a very great, 
noble, or even Interesting placard that I can see ; 
however, in such wise would it be printed. The 
truth, the whole truth, and nothing bat the 
truth,” he ends, joklogly. 

Olive listens silently to his account of himeelf, 
hardly knowing whether herequires any comment 
upon it when ft fs finished or not. 


(7c be continued.) 








Or twenty-five countries, nineteen have flage 
with red in therm, the firat focluding the United 
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Mosr Interesting is the fac) tn connectlon with 
the vast collection of plants and flowers teken 
from ancient Egyptisn tombs by a Frenchman 
known as. Marlette Bey that exsctly similar 
plante are still to be found growing fn the valley 
of the Nile. The closest examination falls to 
reveal the elightest difference between the piante 
that flomished fifty centuries ago and those 
which the traveller sees to-day; exactly such 
flowers as the boy Moses and the children of 
Joseph picked still bloom unchs , even In 
colour. There are to be seen fa the Bey’s collec- 

larkepur which loving hands 
bodies of those who died a thoneand 





found, together with hollyhooks and chrysanthe- 
mums, the various fruite, by ange and grafe 
for which go mes ever ee 
dates nates, onlone, 
mag bar ley and oe omy the necks and 
upon the breasts of those who died at the time 
Solomon reigned in Jerusalem, about 1000 Bc, 
, Which does not 


ft — to reason “ 
= ne power, The encorepelads natives have 
sold to travellers ancient wheat in which modern 
grains have been mixed, but only the modera 
grains can germinate, 
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FAOCETLA. 


Mas. MoPumaerr: “Who wrote the song 
‘There's Ooly One Girl in the World for Me 1’ ” 
Mr. McPaidget ; “ Adam, I suppose,” 

“Warat isfamet” “It is the way a man’s 
family tlttere when friends come in and tell 
them what a great man he is.” 

Farr Amateur: “‘ Yes, I painted this, Whab 
school of patnting would you call it} Artled 
(gently): “ Boarding-echool,” 

ParBiok comes to the Morgue to clatm a lost 
relative. Officlal: ‘Has he any peculiarity by 
which he can be recognised” Pas: '* Yes; he 
is dumb,”’ 

“Ma, we haven’s gob company, have we!” 
‘Ho, Tommie,” “' Well, what makes you atick 
ag little finger out when you are drinking your 
tea ” 

* Dawson,” sald the professor to the young 
graduate, ‘can you name the greatest composer 
of our time?” "Chloroform is about as good 
as any, was the repiy. 

Toumy: “Pa, what's a gem of purest ray 
serene?” Fond Father: “A woman, my son, 
who can thoroughly enjoy a ball at which 
every Woman except herself wears diamcnds,” 

Provasson : “ For anatomical ressone, women 
cannot stand so lovg ss men.” Young Lady: 
Pl i never saw & woman having a dress 

} ” 

Revzctep Surron (Gippantly): "Ob, well, 
there are just as good fish fa the sea az ever were 
caught.” She: ‘Yes, George, there are; but 
unless you change your balt, they are safe,” 

Sue (wearily): “My head aches awfully.” 
He: ‘*What have you been doing!” She: 
"I've been trying to decide whether that bar- 
gain I got to-day at a bargain-counter Is » 
bargain or not.” 

" My older brother always gob humoured be- 
cause he wae the biggest,” “Yes?” “ And my 
other brother got humoured because he was the 
Hotleet,” ‘* How about you!” ‘' Well, I had to 
behave myself.” 

“Lz? me shake your hand. When I 
ln the dance and went sprawling on the ; 
tearing my falr partner's dress, you were the 
only one ln the room who did not langh.” “The 
lady is my wife, and I paid for the dress,” 

New Reporter (breathlessly): ‘Big raflroad 
accident on the A. B, C, road, Shall I go the 
superintendent of the A. B. OC, road for 
eulars?"” Clty Editor: ‘Certainly not. Go 
to the superintendent of the X. Y.Z road," 

“You mustn’s mind baby,” remarked the 
fond mother, as the bachelor caller squirmed un- 
eacliy; “‘you see she is cutting her teeth,” 
"Catting them!” excialmed ‘the bachelor; 
"what a barbarous custom! Why don’t yeu led 
‘em jast—ah—just grow through!” 


endless 
train of thought, « volames.” " Yes,” 
the Camstle Ona ropliod. **fube the word ‘hen,’ 
for instance, when ® woman says, ‘Of course, 
it’s none of my business ; but-——’” 

Mxs. Puck: “I belleve that every one of the 
writers of these articles making fun of married 
life are single men, I don’t eu that one of 
them was ever married.” eury: “N-n-po, 
dear ; he wouldn't be writing jokes about it if 
he was.” 

Mavpx ; “I think T ought to tell you, Cars, 
that I met your fiancée In the ball last ulght, 
and he kissed me. Of course, the hall was nob 
very well Nghted——” Clara (interrupting) : 
“Yes; he told me all about it, He sald the hall 
was dark as pitch 





Tux Stan or wie Sovn (with tears In her | 
voice): “‘ You have merely nibbled a single rock- 


cake, Arthur | and yet | would not allow Mary 


Sax: “ What are you thinking of, Mr. Bore 
| ley 3” Ho: “I was thinking {) wae time to go 
j home.” She: ‘Now here is the difference be 


to cook them, but made them myself!” The | tween men and women ; I jumped ob thad con- 


Man (in protest): ‘ Flora; you shouldn't! You 
will kill me with your little kindnesses |" 

Sonoor Tracuzr (having just read the story 
of Elisha and the bears): " Aad now, children, 
how was It that the bears who ate the forty 
children did not touch Eitsha?” One bright 
little girl held up her band. ‘‘ I know, teacher,” 
" Well, Frida, tell me.” ‘Because they were so 
full they couldn’t oat any more.” 

“Youna man,” sald the old gentleman, ‘' my 
daughter fe too youug #0 marry. A girl of her 
sge cannot be sure of her own mind in a matter 
of such Importance.” “I fully realise that,” 


replied the young man. whe had just secured the | 


fair one’s consent, ‘‘ That's why I don’t want 
to walt.’ 

“Isn't {> strange,” remarked the novelisb, 
“that so many of our rich people allow their 
children to mp to be ao utterly worthless,” 
Ob, I don’s know,” replied the cynie ; “when 
people get rich they’re too busy looking after 
their ancestors to bother much about thelr 
posterity.” 

Henperson ; " Why did you invite Jackson to 
spend Sunday with yon? It nearly broke his 
heart when you married Mildred Wilkins,” 
Williamson : “Iknow it. I thought ff Jackson 
came wp and saw how Mildred and her mother 


sale tivegn fo fhe heusy over which I sms suppoesd 
to prealde 


he would be rather glad for himself, 
after all,” 


Huseaxp: “ Our neighbour across the way 


has been trying for the last hour to convince me | 


that the woman of to-day Is losing her sweetness 
and elmplicity, turning her household duties over 
to her husband, and becoming masculine and 
self-ageertive,” Wife: ‘ Here! Just hold this 


baby while I go across the way and convince the | 


old foolin sabont five minutes thad he doesn’t 
know what he’s talking about,” 


| clasion long ago, aud you bave jast worked fb 
; out.” 

| §vace Manacea: “You say you have bed 
| some atage experience }” Misa Gush: “ Ob, yeu, 
indeed | I took the leading part in our church 
F cantata ab home once, and—-well, to tell you the 
| truth, everybody sald I just plsyed my part tos 
lovely for anything.” 











;} WHERE TONS OF HYACINTHS ARB 
DESTROYED] ANNUALLY, 


Ix the May number of the Windsor Magazine, 
8. L. Bensusan gives a graphic account of w visit 
to the bulb-farms tn Holland. One fact he 
mentions fs worthy of especial comment. “ Is 
must be remembered that the dower-timea fs of 
little practical fmportance to the bulb-grower. 
He wants bnibe, not flowers, and I regret to say 
that tons of exquisite blooms are destroyed every 
year, For trade reasons the flowers are not sold ; 
for the sake of the bulbs they must be cad shen 
they approach the zenith of their bloom, there 
fore they are wantonly destroyed, and this pro- 
| ceeding fs an enduring blot upon balb culture 
} Presumably they are not avatiable for scent, and 
it ls obvious that they cannot be sent very far 1! 
they are to arrive in good condition at their 
destination. So they are cut and thrown away 
taken away in the barges to destruction, to waste 
the beauty of their colour and shspeand fragrance. 
| There is something very wrong here, something 
‘that the bulb-farmers shovid endeavour to 
| remedy, if only by the creation of 2 market fn 
| thelr own cotintry or in Belgiam, Think of th» 
slame of great cities, of the convaiesvent warda in 
| big hospitals—remember what the Sowers would 
mean there!” 
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SOCIETY. 


Tur Dake and Dachew of York will return to 
Ssndriogham for ten days ab Whiteuntide, and 
shey are to be the guests of the Duke and 
Dachess of Connaught at Bagshot Park during 
Asovt race week. ° 

Paurosss Caristian and Paincess Victoria 
of Senieswig-Holstein will a a, og the Queen 
to Ssotland on the 220d {ust,, but they are to 
return to Cumberland Lodge on June 90h, In 
time for Ascot race week. P. Louise 
Dachess of Argyl! fs to be at Balmoral with the 
Queen during « part of Her Mujosty’s stay on 
Deeside, acd ao is Princess Loulse of Battenberg, 
who is now reefding at F'rogmora. 

Proxcess Loviss Ducuzss or ARGYLL was 
mittoh attached to the lave Dake, who appreciated 
to the full his Roysl daughter-In-law’s artiatic 
taiente, her general cleverness, grace and charm. 
Poe Peincese will now have Inverary Castle as a 
Scorch residence, It is « beautifal place, and is 
installed with electric Mght, and most pic- 
tureequely sisuated. 

Ir is said in well-Informed circles that the 
Buperor of Rassla and the Ewperor of Gar- 
many are to mesbin Vienna before the 15:h of 
Auguet tn honoar of the seventieth of 
the Emperor of Austria on that date. The 
E aperor Francts Joseph told'a committee formed 
to prepare to celebrate that everit that is was 
his fatention to spand ft in perfect quiet. Tae 
visit of the o' soversigns would be made 
previously, 


Tux obfidren of Pclacese Loulss Dachess of | 


Fife aud the Dake of Fife are, by Letters Patent 
under the Great Seal granted by the Queen, 
secured the succession to the Dakedom and Earl- 
dom of their father {n defanit of heirs male. 
The older, Lady A'exindra Victoria Daff, would 
succeed aa Conatess of Macduff and Dachess of 
Hife, the tithe passing to her heirs male or female, 
Fatiiog the sarvival of the elder girl, Lady Maud 
would sunceed to these honours, ~ 

Hse Masesry tee Queen Is the Colonel of a 
regiment of German Dragoon Gaards, who are 
stationed at Berlin aud known as the “' Regiment 


Qaeen Victoria of England,’ This command she. 


has beld now for many years. In the years 
of Her Majesty's reign, when she used to 

the 5 itlsh Army on parade, the Qacén frequently 
appeared at reviews in a kind of semi-military 
coerume, 

Tas height of doxurieus travelling baa been 
reacned by the Tearand Tearitss, The Ewpress's 
private Car fs upholstered In pale dlue satin. The 
electric lights areal! in the form of lilies, and 
the train contains writing and tea-tables made 
of wother-of-pearl, The nursery fa the nex 
oympartment, and is as comfortable and hand- 
some as the same rooms in any of the Tsar's 
palaces, Taere are diniog-rooms and drawing- 
rooma and several slesplog apartments; in fact, 
this train fs a miniature palace, The w 
are covered with india-rubber tires, 

Tux Friace and Princess of Wales contemplate 
passiog the Whitsuntide holidays In Parle, and 
if thie plen {ts carried out they will leave Mari- 
berough House on the evening of Friday, 
Jane 1st, The Prince will retarn to London on 
Moaday, June 11th, and on theafternoon of that 
day he Is to proceed to Ascot for the race week, 
Oa Monday, Jane 18th, the, Pcince of Wales is 
to leaye town for York, where he is going to 
éttend the annual show of the Royal Azgricul- 
tural Soolepy, which Is to be held on the Kaaves- 
mire, His Royal Highness is to ~ at the 
‘Treasurer's House, near the Minster, daring his 
visis to York, this picturesque residence having 
been placed at his dieposa) by Mr. Frank Greso, 
who hag recently expended a large sum in carefully 
restoring it. The Prince wili vielt the * Royal” 
show on Tuesday and on Wednesday, and on 
Toureday morning he {s to leave York by special 
train for Newcastle-npon-Tyne, where he fz to lay 
the foundation-stons cf the Diamond Jabilee 
Infirmsry. Hia Royal. Highness will return 
direcs 1a London when he leaves Newcastle, fn 
the afcernoon, travelling up to King’s Oross 
by the Hast Const “ diaing-car ’ exprese. 


heels | sll 





STATISTICS, 


Tug modern kid-glove goes through the hands 
of 235: workmen before !t is finished, 

GoLD-mINtNG gives constants employment to 
45.000 Aastralian miners, 

THE average working life of a London omni- 
ee ene yee of a tram horse 
our, 

THERE are over 200 distinct muscles in the 
homan body, of which the best of us keep 
about 100 in prime condition by proper ane. 

Ix the Orimean war the British fired 
15,000,000 shots and killed 21,000 Rasslans, or 
one man to every 700 shots, 

A wativs of Porto R'c>, now in Washington, 
eays that there are 225,000 beggard out of a 
population of 1,000,000 in that island, 





GEMS. 


what 
like 


Most men give a 
order to get what 

No man’s 
their expression 
which cheers and 
Tue true critic can understand everything ; 
bub be will be the dupe of nothing, and to no 
convention will he sscrifice his duty, which Is 
vo find oat and proclaim trath. —_ 


they Uke todo In 
to have. 


the ‘never 
refreshes men, 





HOUSEHOLD TREASURES. 


Srrawszrry Cream —Pud. three quarters of 
an ounce of French gelatine Into a clean pan 
with two tablespoonfale of warm water and the 
jafce of haifa lemon. Soir over a gentle heat 
till the gelatine fs quite melted, Now put in 
two and a half ounces of castor and mix, 
Osrefully whip half a pint of thick cream. 
Noxt mix the cream and four tablespoonfuis of 
stra jem, having firs} rubbed | 
through a sieve, together, and strain them into 
ths melted gelatine, Mix thoroughly and pour 
atonce into the mould, which shonld first be 
tinsed with cold water. Laave {t to zet, 

Mixcep Bzzr anp CucumBsr —Sifce a cucum- 
ber rather thickly, and lay it lk — wes 
little pepper, salt, and vinegar. ve i¢ one an 
« balf hours, then take out the allces, and put 
them in a saucepan with one ounce of butter and 
afew thin slices of cold ham or bacon. Add 
enough gravy or stock to cover these, and cook 
gently till tender, Then drain off the gravy 
and thicken [> with flour, Pour it over the 
cucumber again, and sprinkle over one teaspoon- 
ful of chopped parsley. Cat the cold beef into 
neat dice, and make {t {nto a well-flavoured 
mince. Pat ib in the middle of a hot dish, 
and arrange first some cucumber and then some 
bam round the dish as a border. Pour the 
thickened gravy round, and serve at once, 

Doven Pupprinc.— Ingredients: One and a 
half pints of milk, three ounces of ground rice, 
three bay-leaves, three eggs, two ounces of Deme- 
rare sugar, two ounces of sultanas,. Batter a 
ple-dish, and clean and stalk the sultanas; 
these in the bottom of.the Pat the 
on to boll in a clean saucepan wi ~lea 
Heat {t slowly so as to well favour the milk, 
Guvund. cos.duuty, stechg® ae siasn, 
ground. y, 8 1] 
will get lumpy. Leb fo boll, then 
sugar and lev it get a Ubtle cool. 
eggs and, when the mixture 
them {n, Pour it into the 


eaten with i, 


hts are new, bat the etyle of 
failing : 


MISCELLANEOUS. 


Tue natural colour of water is « pure blas. 

Ons pound of cork will support a man of 
ordinary elze in the water, 

Tux effort to make sugar from beet dates back 
aa for as the year 1747. 

Wixpow plants f2 Germany are often watered 
with cold tea of coffee, The effects are said to be 
beneficial. 

THE violet was the Bonapartist emblem, and ai 
one time many ducls were fought over the littl: 
blue flower, 

Cameo Is the greatest town of Africa: Ita Io. 
habitants number 500.000, of which 25,000 ars 
Earopeans, 

Fovs-rirtus of all the garlic eaten In Earope 
{fe raleed on the two African islands, Zanzibar aod 
Pemba. 

Suazu. lea Portuguese term derived from brazs, 
a live’ coal” au allasion to the red dyewood 
‘with which the’country abounds, ~ 

It te sald that 9 woman's voice can bs heard 
in « balloon at a height of two miles, while 
man’s voice cannot be at 9 greater height 


nua te feted ieee, 
Ginanes vevnten ‘tb - 


Tw 1850 the tallest building in New York was 
only five storlés bigh, aud the chtrch spires 
‘were consploucus above 
only one spire in the city as 
building. 


Now there is 
as the tallest 


times serious 

Somz of the Russian peasants In times of 
eoarcisy hibermate fn the manner of animals, 
T fn bed, or, as it ts called in Rusels 
“leika.” The bed fe made on a flat stove, and 
all they do during the whole wixter is to replenish 
the stove and support life by a diminished ratiou 

of black bread dipped In water. 
One of the newest table appolatmente, az an 
set, Is & pair of scissors 
handles which are designed to 
wings of a fowl. Tols ts especially 
useful to the head of the familly, who often spend: 


with some resemblance to despatch. 
Many eaflore belleve shat the frigate-bird can 
at daybreak with the-trade winds from the 
Africa, and roost the same night a 
an shore, [t is at leass certain t 
the awiftest of winged creatures, and 
fly, under favoureble conditions, 20° 
an hour. 
Invzstigations have shown that the prinofpa! 
source of she Galf Scream-fs not the F 
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HOTICES TO. CORRESPONDENTS, 


‘ - 
mom we 


L. G.—Inquire af the War Offee. 

Pozzi, —Ttiestaply: ®@ ougtom of long ‘standing. 

Ros. —Verbal evidence of debt would be wu ffickent, 

0. B~The man must take action through the County 
+. “*% 


Oour 
Gxrarnp.—-Ié all depends on the agroement you 
Ou Reapee.-—You must appeal tothe Inland Revenus 

t. 


Parsior —There are sight ‘ Ficld-Marshala in the 
British Army, 

B. H.—The wile dying intestate, the husband takes 
all ber property. 

M. B.—Ask your local clergyman or relieving officer ; 
they can advise you. 

Eirrico —The game of cricket dates trom 1598, when 
it wae called * olub-ball” ; 

Z. a is too ena to instraction to 
ash A oweteb od _ 





Mowy.—If the table knives besome dis. 
coloured, rub them with 
© viele ponte expt wth omental | 
ind gun ads tontenete bodhtahe 4h P 
Reorr.— Forms of apprenticeship eeuean ‘be 
nie tenhee ia eal a 2a They me be sae . 
~ 809) util the 5 
ett hare be been Zcnovel page pein baise, winet 
through it. 
‘Bany.--MDk and ts an excellent th! wth 
which to bathe the. Half ond, halt Hout ning with 
proportion, 


C. @.—The exact composition of iyddite is not known 
stroles, but piorie is largely used in 


i | State Weetioad Setth water 2d 0 
Wie p and ammonia, and you wil! have 


Ciamz.—To Lape it At properly whore only a 2, sina 







Pie yy dag) eh ne gd would cost much more than 
send it to the dyer’s. 

T. L.—The only Sag So ost om oe ot Sa tie a poe 
face caused by extraction 0 te have false ones 
put in place of those extracte 

Eutiix.—aA few of ean ‘de Oologn Cologne on @ soft pad 
of tissue paper vee “briiiant polish to talrrory, 
the glase ot pletates and cryste), 


Dice.—There is no rank between major-general and 
Heutenant general ; the first is lower than the second, 
and next step in promotion is gencrat. 


Wornurmp —If o mistress sends for the doctor without 


Vv. V.—The water should not be hotter than luke- 
paper so he lpm tents 
Sit hte wed covled down. 


a Tales Pickens dondes ee en ee 
x L) 
basing heen cloth curtain across your door. ed 


Pee annem is Po Agno originated with 
e Fiemings before {teenth century, Tho game 
has been played’in Scotland for several centuries. 
frames are pon ge gd 
a brush dipped into 
Suet aulens a a pint of 









4 


| 


vse of dumb-bella. 





Rovrrnt.— Yee, we should certainly recommend the 
ony can get of various 
oh ger to have them to 


Fagen iremapey on com Ba very Bafo guide 
to the tueligation of the apt a very 8 —— 


po pen ree psi jaro is alwaye Jow-browed 
forbidding in be Na 


H. B—The shamrock is the symbol of Iréland 
because it was selec fed by! Bt Patrick to prove to the 
Irish the doctrine of the Trinity. Hence the “ wearing 
of the green” on 8t. Patriok’s day. 

Brestt.--Peel and wipe them. Then cut into thin 
slices and throw inte # frying-pan containing an 
sankaenet tes tak. fo omen 20 they become brown 
re ee to drain, and serve hot. 


©. R.—The rh: Lav gee oh ir gd alert genial 

Tender barded grap nettle and it etings you fer 

Grasp it like © man of mettle, aod {t soft as silk 
remains,” 


Ooneraxt Reaper ae Irish soldier being in the 
of the British Government is tn conse- 
quence § British soldier, just ae Scotoh, Welsh, and 


colonial soldiers are all British, though owning differcat 
tionalities. 





A BONG OF LOVE. 


4 Pipe a song of love, most ewoet, 
is end pines cong ot plosenre; 
4 -—% font bod a 


; > 


. pct a i... me, love, 
A wild, sweet song, my poet; 
Teil our x joy ti to larks ian A, 
And bid the throetles know it. 


Pipe beside the ranning streams 
And wistfal music marry ; 
Pips of love till happy dreams 
Like robins ever tarry. 


Pipe and make the meadows glad, 


& blithesome we Srite 2 : 
a. i poten make lovers gad, 
And change sweet love to pity. 


Pipe adown the hanging leues, 
And make the breezes mellow ; 

Pipe a song for Cupid's paine 
And charm the roguish iw. 


E.1xor.—In absence of any arrangement with the 


landlord to do the whitewashing, we a ee ee 
be done at your expense, cepectally if the premieres are 
somewhat different from the 
one } were for. 

A. In—Send magazines by eptineee, patesl pest, 
or Dald to cmon sr, pe er 
who send them on by 

; full informa’ Ao cl th needed te goer: 


stmple and effective. Take twel clean sand, 
eight party of soft and four parts of Mime}; use the 
raixture with a sora! “4 let the floor be 
rinsed well afterwards. 


®..P.—Firat remove the paint by rubbing It with a 
mixtore in equal oat quantiticn of and 
; this will soften the 


Si it can then be 
2 off; for the ofl and that 
sponge with diinted ben zine y and finally 





Fnowary.—The young lady apparently doos not know 
her.own mind. We should say if you discontinued 
your visits for some time and left her to herself she 


might be able to come to some conclusion with regard 
to ber feelings tn the matter. 


Rosn.— Under thé ‘cireamstancee which you 
mention, the lady generally does not attend the 
entertainment. If she has reason to believe that the 
alight to her fancé is intentional, she certainly doce not 


IntengerTeD.-—Tho superstition reapecting the opal te 
ery old; the ancient Greeks were acquainted with it. 
Mot Mkely it took its rieo in the variety of colours it 
ia Betog of such shifting hue, it was taken to 
an ombiem of inconsistency and deoelt. 


Lonna.—A girl aiovld never marry a man that sho 
may reform him. If he ie in need of reformation let 
him prove himself? worthy by turning from evil end 
setting his face steadfastly and perseveringly to good 
oad he asks a girl to surrender herself and bor life to 

m 


¥. L.—For an uncle or aunt, crape ile very rarely 
worn st alJ, but black, relieved with jot or silk, for 
three months, and half-mourning for another three 
months, The mourning worn for first cousins is very 
slight—viz., black, without crape, for two or three 
months. 


Maout.—Boes-wax, one ounce; white wax one 
quarter of an ounces; Castile soap, ove ounce; boiling 
Weter, one pint; when oold, add turpentine, half pint. 
spirits of wine, half pint This shonid be well mixed 
Om, gaa on with one cloth and polished with 
anotber. 


One wHo Wats to Kyow.—Marrlage with © deceased 
wife's sieter has always been prohibited by the law of 
Rogiand; but euch marriages were merely votdabl 
during the lives of she parties untt] 1295, when an Act 
was paseod making all such unfone previously oon tracted 
eg but declaring all subsequent ones to be absolutely 
vold. 


Manrir.—(o fee stains oan be rernoved as long as they 
have not been touched with 2osp (which converts such 
stains into a dye) by pouring through the stained por- 
tion, when stretched over a oup or bowl, clean, soft, 
boiling water, and if thie is not sufficient, rab in © 
little powdered borax, anc again pour the boiling wate 
through. 


Cissy.—You should not permit the gentieman to 
irc quently walk home with you, uniess the etrects are 
unsafe, or for some good resron you need an escort, 
and your betrothed is unable to be present. If, bow- 
ever, you accept the gentleman's escort, it is rade te 
desert him ss the street for another gentleman. If 
your betrothed meets you at the door of the shop, you 
should accept his company instead of the other gentle- 
mian’s, 


Homo.—1. Accordin the “ Language of Flowers,” 
the hop signifies trj: — the roxe geranium, prefer- 
ence; spple geranium, prosant preference ; fish gt ta 
plum, dteappotnt+d expectation ; nutmeg gerantum, au 
unexpected meeting; smarlet geranium, semiorting ; 
pepnyroyal, fleeawsy, 2 Write » letter to the young 
gentleman — your plessure tn the possession 
of his photograph, 2% ‘pelling and grammstioal oon- 
struction are both ‘watisfactory, bat writing will admit 
of tmprovement. 


L..M..H.—8t. Peter’s Church, called by Gibbon "the 
most glorious structure that has ever been appiled to 
} od of religion,” was begun in 1450 by Pope 

las V. The work of building progressed Gant. 
According to tha designs of Bramante, a noted arobit-ct, 
who snpeintended the building under Pope Julius Il, 
the church was to be bullt in the form of a Latin cross. 
Im 1520 the plana were modified so az to admit of the 
shaping of the structure fn the form of a Greek crors 
A later architect returned to Bramante’s pian, but the 
Work Was soon my to Miche! Angelo, who 
changed the mp ree | the design of a 
Greek crore, ul V. changed the ground 
plan to the leu cross Feaation. The nave of the 


) church was finished in 1612, and the fo, de and portico 


in 1614. The church was dedicated by Pope Urhan VIII. 
fn 1626, one hundred and seventy-six years siter the 
beginning of the foundation. Various minor alterations 
and additions have since that year been made. 


Tre Lorpow Reapzr can be sent to any part of the 
Three-halfpence bse or Quarterly 


d Kightpéence. The subsc — 
the Monthy Part,’ including Garieteoss Pa 
Signt Shillings end Bighpence, pubes. 


Att Bacx Nowerns, Panta and Votvmers are fa 
print, and may be bad of any Booksellers. 








NOTIOB.—Part 470 te Now Ready 


rice Sicpence, 


a ee Rightpence, Also Voi, Ly Ill, bound in 


Tus INDEX ro Vou. LEXI & now Ready; Price 
One Painy, post-free, Three-Halfpence, 


Att Lerrzns 10 st Apparssrr ro Tex Evrron 
76. m Lonpow Rraprn, 26, Oatherine Street, Strand, 


ete We cannot undertake to return rejected’. man 
serty te, 
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RECOMMENDED pai ALL GOOD NURSES. 





The 
OINTMENT 


Cares 





Complaints 
of the 
LIVER 
and 
KIDNEYS. 





NO HOUSEHOLD SHOULD BE WITHOUT THEM. 


They are Invaluable to Females of All Ages. 


Manufactured only at 78, NEW OXFORD ST. (late = OXFORD ST.), LONDON; Sold by all Chemists. 


of the 


st | 











ALL WHO DESIRE | 


To HAVE 


SOFT VELVETY (KIN 


CAN 
OBTAIN IT 
BY USING 


v saasinciieie 


AS A 
' SKIN TONIC 
AND 


EMOLLIENT. 


IT REMOVES ALL 


IRRITATION, Eto. 
SOLE MAKERS Bottles 64. & is, 








M,. BEETHAM & SON, Cheltenham. 





PEPPER’S 7 TONE 


CURES ovidabemaveve: ovevenA. wivous SS COMPLANCTS, 
SHILLING BOTTLES. 


SULPHOLINE srs 
ou LOTION 





A BEAUTIFUL COMPLEXION. 


BRUPTIONS, PIMPLES 
¥ FADE AWAY. 























DON'T LET MOTHS. 
“RUIN YoUR FURS 
OR BLANKETS 





KEATING’S POWDER 
PRESERVES THEM. 


KILLS BLACKBEETLES &ELEAS 
Tins 3d. 6d. & 4/« 





ONLY GENUINE 


COUGHS, GOLDS, 
ASTHMA, BRONGHITIS. 


Dix J, OOLLIS BROWNE'S CHLORODYNE is a Mquid medicine 
WITHOUT HAD CHR, and invigorates the nervous system te syehuan ie exhauion 
IDE. J. COLLIS BROWNE'S CHLORODYNE.— Vice-Chancellor Sir 
W. PAGE WOOD stated po 
bee ay tem 


Galomdamt cativerstel untrue, and he regretted to il on aa 
ewan te.—Beo The Tinee, July 15th, 1864. efi 
COLLIS BROWNE'S GHLORODYNE 1s the TRUE 
NEUBALGLA, 


d. 
PALLIATIVE in GOUT, GANCER, TOOTHACHE, 
REBUMATIOM. 

















BROW NE’S 


Yn 


DIARRHEA, "DYSENTERY, ( CHOLERA. 
GENERAL BOARD OF HEALTH, London, REPORT that tt ATS oa « 


Dr. GIBBON, Army Modioal Staff, Caloutta, states :—" nwo DOSES COMPLLETRL 
CURED ME OF DIARRACA. 


D* 3 J. _OLLIs BROWNE'S CHLORODYNE rapidly outs short 


PILERSY, mehr: 
E ALPITATION, HYSTERIA. 
DMEE OAL SAB of 
ea caer or ee Tee 
. T. DAVENPORT, 88, Great Stroct, Lontlon, W.0. 
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Affections 
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